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ROKEBY. 



CANTO FIFTH. 



I. 

The sultrj summer day is done^ 
The western hills have hid the sun^ 
But mountain peak and village spire 
Retain reflection of his fire. 
Old Barnard's towers are purple still. 
To those that gaze from Toller-hill ; 
Distant and high^ the tower of Bowes 
Like steel upon the anvil glows ; 
And Stanmore's ridge^ behind that lay^ 
Rich with the spoils of parting day. 
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I BOEEBY. CatOo V. 

In crimson and in gold array'd^ 
Streaks yet a while the closing shade^ 
Then slow resigns to darkening heaven 
The tints which brighter hours had given. 
Thus aged men full loth and slow 
The vanities of life forego. 
And count their youthful follies o'er. 
Till Memory lends her light no more. 

II. 
The eve, that slow on upland fades, 
Has darker closed on Rokeby's glades. 
Where, sunk within their banks profound. 
Her guardian streams to meeting wound. 
The stately oaks, whose sombre frown 
Of noontide made a twilight brown. 
Impervious now to &inter light, 
Of twilight make an early nights 
Hoarse into middle air arose 
The vespers of the roosting crows. 
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And with congenial mnrmurs seem 
To wake the Genii of the stream ; 
For louder damour'd Greta's tide^ 
And Tees in deeper voice replied^ 
And fitful waked the evening wind^ 
Fitful in sighs its breath resign'd. 
Wilfrid, whose &ncy**nurtured soul 
Felt in the scene a soft controul^ 
With lighter footstep press'd the ground^ 
And often paused to look around ; 
And, though his path was to his love. 
Could not but linger in the grove. 
To drink the thrilling interest dear. 
Of awful pleasure check'd by fear. 
Such inconsistent moods have we, 
Even when our passions strike the key. 

III. 
Now through the wood's dark mazes past, 
The opening lawn he reach'd at last. 
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Where, silver'd by the moonlight ray. 
The ancient Hall before him lay. 
Those martial terrors long were fled. 
That frown'd of old around its head : 
The battlements, the turrets grey, 
Seem'd half abandon'd to decay ; 
On barbican and keep of stone 
Stem Time the foeman's work had done ; 
Where banners the invader brayed. 
The hare-bell now and wall-flower waved ; 
In the rude guard-room, where of yore 
Their weary hours the warders wore. 
Now, while the cheerful faggots blaze. 
On the paved floor the spindle plays ; 
The flanking guns dismounted lie. 
The moat is ruinous and dry. 
The grim portcullis gone-*and all 
The fortress tum'd to peaceful hall. 
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IV. 

But yet precautionB^ lately ta'en, 
Shew'd danger's day revived again ; 
The courUyard wall shew'd marks of care^ 
The &ll'n defences to repair^ 
Lending such strength as might withstand 
The insult of marauding band. 
The beams once more were taught to bear 
The trembling draw-bridge into air^ 
And not, till question'd o'er and o'er. 
For WilMd oped the jealous door ; 
And when he enter'd, bolt and bar 
Resiuned their place with sullen jar ; 
Then, as he cross'd the vaulted porch. 
The old grey porter raised his torch. 
And view'd him o'er, from foot to head. 
Ere to the hall his steps he led. 
That huge old hall, of knightly state. 
Dismantled seem'd and desolate. 
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The moon through transom-shafts of stone. 
Which cross'd the latticed oriels, shone. 
And by the mournful light she gave. 
The Gothic vault seem'd funeral cave. 
Pennon and banner waved no more 
O'er beams of stag and tusks of boar. 
Nor glimmering arms were marshall'd seen. 
To glance those sylvim spoils between. 
Those arms^ those ensigns, borne away, 
Accomplish'd Rokeby's brave array. 
But all were l6st on Marston's day ! 
Yet, here and there, the moon-beams fall 
Where armour yet adorns the wall. 
Cumbrous of size, uncouth to sight. 
And useless in the modem fight ; 
Like veteran relique of the wars. 
Known only by neglected scars. 
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V. 
Matilda soon to greet him came^ 
And bade them light the evening flame ; 
Said^ all for parting was prepared^ 
And tarried but for Wilfrid's guard. 
But then^ reluctant to unfold * 
His Other's avarice of gold^ 
He hinted^ that^ lest jealous eye 
Should on their precious burthen pry^ 
He judged it best the castl&-gate 
To enter when the night wore late ; 
And therefore he had left command 
With those he trusted of his band^ 
That they should be at Rokeby met^ 
What time the midnight watch was set. 
Now Redmond came, whose anxious care 
Till then was busied to prepare 
All needful^ meetly to arrange 
The mansion for its mournful change. 

a2 
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With Wilfrid's care and kindness pleased. 
His cold unready hand he seized^ 
And press'd it till his kindly strain 
The gentle youth retum'd again. 
Seem'd as between them this was said, 
" Awhile let jealousy be dead ; 
And let our contest be^ whose care 
Shall best assist this helpless fair."— 

VI. 

There was no speech the truce to bind^ 

It was a compact of the mind ; 

A generous thought at once impress'd 

On either rival's generous breast. 

Matilda well the secret took. 

From sudden change of mien and look. 

And— for not small had been her fear 

Of jealous ire and danger near^— 

Felt, even in her dejected state, 

A joy beyond the reach of fate. 
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They dosed beside the chimney's blaze^ 
And talk'd and hoped for happier days^ 
And lent their spirits' rising glow 
Awhile to gild impending woe > 
High privilege of youthful time^ 
Worth all the pleasures of our prime ! 
The bickering faggot sparkled bright^ 
And gave the scene of love to sights 
Bade Wilfrid's cheek more lively glow^ 
, Play'd on Matilda's neck of snow^ 
Her nut-brown curls and forehead high, 
And laugh'd in Redmond's azure eye. 
Two lovers by the maiden sate^ 
Without a glance of jealous hate ; 
The maid her lovers sate between^ 
With open brow and equal mien ;— 
It is a sight but rarely spied^ 
Thanks to man's wrath and woman's pride. 
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VII. 
While thus in peaceful guise they sate^ 
A knock alarm'd the outer gate^ 
And^ ere the tardy porter stirr'd^ 
, The tinkling of a harp was heard. 
A manly voice^ of mellow swell. 
Bore burthen to the music well. 

SONG. 

'' Summer eve is gone and past. 
Summer dew is falling fast ; 
I have wander'd all the day. 
Do not bid me farther stray ! 
Gentle hearts of gentle kin, 
Take the wandering Harper in !"— 

But the stem porter answer gave. 

With " Get thee hence^ thou strolling knave ! 
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The king wants soldiers ; war^ I trow^ 
Were meeter trade for such as thou."-— 
At this unkind reproof^ again 
Answer'd the ready minstrel's strain. 

SONG RESUMED. 

" Bid not me, in battle*field, 
Buckler lift, or broad«sword wield ! 
All my strength and all my art 
Is to touch the gentle heart. 
With the wizard notes that ring 
From the peaceful minstrel string."-— 

The porter, all unmoved, replied,— ^ 
" Depart in peace, with heaven to guide ; 
If longer by the gate thou dwell. 
Trust me, thou shalt not part so well." — 
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VIII. 

With somewhat of appealing look^ 

The Harper's part young Wilfrid took ; 

" These notes so wild and ready thrill^ 

They show no vulgar minstrel's skill ; 

Hard were his task to seek a home 

More distant^ since the night is come ; 

And for his faith I dare engage-* 

Your Harpool's blood is sour'd by age ; 

His gate^ once readily display'd^ 

To greet the friend, the poor to aid^ 

Now even to me^ though known of old^ 

Did but reluctantly unfold." — 

— '^ O blame not^ as poor Harpool's crime^ 

An evil of this evil time. 

He deems dependent on his care 

The safety of his patron's heir^ 

Nor judges meet to ope the tower 

To guest unknown at parting houi*^ 
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Urging his duty to excess 
Of rough and stubborn fisuthfukiess. 
For this poor Harper I would fain 
He may relax : — hark to his strain ! 

SONO RESUMED. 

'^ I have song of war for knight^ 
Lay of love for lady bright^ 
Fairy tale to lull the heir^ 
Goblin grim the maids to scare; 
Dark the nighty and long till day^ 
Do not bid me &rther stray ! 

'* Rokeby's lords of martial fame, 

I can count them name by name ; 

Legends of their line there be^ 

Known to few, but known to me ; 

If you honour Rokeby's kin. 

Take the wandering Harper in ! 

6 
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" Rokeby's lords had fair regard 
For the harp^ and for the bard ; 
Baron's race throve never well. 
Where the curse of minstrel felL 
If you love that noble kin. 
Take the weary Harper in I" — 

" Hark ! Harpool parleys — there is hope," 
Said Redmond, " that the g^te will ope." — 
— " For all thy brag and boast, I trow. 
Nought know'st thou of the Felon Sow," 
Quoth Harpool, " nor how Greta-side 
She roam'd, and Rokeby forest wide ; 
Nor how Ralph Rokeby gave the beast 
To Richmond's friars to make a feast. 
Of Gilbert Griffinson the tale 
Goes, and of gallant Peter Dale, 
That well could strike with sword amain. 
And of the valiant son of Spain, 
Friar Middleton, and blithe Sir Ralph ; 
There were a gest to make us laugh ! 
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If thou canst tell it, in yon shed 
Thou'st won thy supper and thy bed."—- 

X. 

Matilda smiled ; '' Cold hope/' said she^ 
'^ From Harpool's love of minstrelsy ! 
But^ for this Harper^ may we dare^ 
Redmond, to mend his couch and fare r"— > 
— *' O ask not me X at minstrel string 
My heart from infancy would spring ; 
Nor can I hear its simplest strain^ 
But it brings Erin's dream again^ 
When placed by Owen Lysagh's knee, 
(The Filea of O'Neale was he, 
A blind and bearded man, whose eld 
Was sacred as a prophet's held,) 
I've seen a ring of rugged kerne. 
With aspects shaggy, wild, and stem. 
Enchanted by the master's lay. 
Linger around the live-long day. 
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Shift from wild rage to wilder glee^ 
To love, to grief, to ecstacy. 
And feel each varied change of soul 
Obedient to the bard's controuL— 
Ah, Clandeboy ! thy jfriendly floor 
Slieve-Donard's oak shall light no more ; 
Nor Owen's harp, beside the blaze, 
Tell maiden's love, or hero's praise ! 
The mantling brambles hide thy hearth. 
Centre of hospitable mirth ; 
All imdistinguish'd in the glade. 
My sires' glad home is prostrate laid. 
Their vassals wander wide and far^ 
Serve foreign lords in distant war. 
And now the stranger's sons enjoy 
The lovely woods of Clandeboy !"— 
He spoke, and proudly tum'd aside. 
The starting tear to dry and hide. 
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XL 
Matilda's dark and soften'd eye 
Was glistening ere O'Neale's was dry. 
Her hand upon his arm she hud^— 
'' It is the will of heaven/' she said. 
'^ And think'st thou^ Redmond^ I can part 
From this loved home with lightsome heart. 
Leaving to wild neglect whate'er 
Even from my in&ncy was dear ? 
For in this calm domestic bound 
Were all Matilda's pleasures found. 
That hearth, my sire was wont to grace. 
Full soon may be a stranger's place ; 
This hall, in which a child I plajr'd. 
Like thine, dear Redmond, lowly laid. 
The bramble and the thorn may braid ; 
Or^ pass'd for aye from me and mine. 
It ne'er may shelter Rokeby's line. 
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Yet is this consolation given^ 

My Redmond^ — 'tis the will of heaven." — 

Her' word^ her action^ and her phrase^ 

Were kindly as in early days ; 

For cold reserve had lost its power, 

In sorrow's sympathetic hour. 

Young Redmond dared not trust his voice ; 

But rather had it been his choice 

To share that melancholy hour. 

Than, arm'd with all a chieftain's power^ 

In full possession to enjoy 

Slieve-Donard wide, and Clandeboy. 

XII. 
The blood left Wilftid's ashen cheek ; 
Matilda sees, and hastes to speak. — 
" Happy in friendship's ready aid. 
Let all my murmurs here be staid i 
And Rokeby's maiden will not part 
From Rokeb3r's hall with moody heart. 
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This night at leasts for Rokeby's fame 
The hospitable hearth shall ilame> 
And^ ere its native heir retire> 
Find for the wanderer rest and fire. 
While this poor Harper, by the blaze. 
Recounts the tale of other days. 
Bid Harpool ope the door with speed. 
Admit him, and relieve each need.— 
Meantime, kind Wycliffe, wilt thou try 
Thy minstrel skiU ? — ^nay, no reply — 
And look not sad !— I guess thjr thought. 
Thy verse with laurels would be bought. 
And poor Matilda, landless now. 
Has not a garland for thy brow. 
True, I must leave sweet Rokeby's glades. 
Nor wander more in Greta shades ; 
But sure, no rigid jailor, thou 
WHt a short prison-walk allow. 
Where summer flowers grow wild at will. 
On Marwood-chace and Toller-Hill ; 
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Then holly green and lily gay 
Shall twine in guerdon of thy lay."— 
The mournful youths a space aside^ 
To tune Matilda's harp applied ; 
And then a low sad descant rung^ 
As prelude to the lay he sung. 

XIII. 

THE CYPRESS WREATH. 

O Lady^ twine no wreath for me^ 
Or twine it of the cypress tree ! 
Too lively glow the lilies li^ht^ 
The vamish'd holly's all too bright. 
The May-flower and the eglantine 
May shade a brow less sad than mine ; 
But, Lady, weave no wreath for me. 
Or weave it of the cypress tree 1 

Let dimpled Mirth his temples twine 
With tendrils of the laughing vine ; 
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The manly oak, the pensive yew. 
To patriot and to sage be due ; 
The myrtle bough bids lovers live. 
But that Matilda will not give ; 
Then, Lady, twine no wreath for me. 
Or twine it of the cj^ress tree ! 

Let merry England proudly rear 

Her blended roses, bought so dear ; 

Let Albin bind her bonnet blue 

With heath and hare-bell dipped in dew ; 

On fiivour^d Erin's crest be seen 

The flower she loves of emerald green—- 

But, Lady, twine no wreath for*me. 

Or twine it of the cypress tree. 

Strike the wild harp, while maids prepare 
The ivy meet for minstrel's hair ; 
And, while his crown of laurel-leaves 
With bloody hand the victor weaves. 



Let the loud txump hia triumpli tell ; 
But when jou hear the ptusing bell, 
Then, Lady, tvine a wreath for me. 
And twine it of the cypress tree. 

Yei I twine for me the cypress bough ; 
But, O Matilda, twine not now 1 
Stay till a few brief months are past. 
And I have looVd and loved my last ! 
When villagers my shroud bestrew 
With paniiei, rosemary, and nie,^ 
Then, Lady, weave a wreath for me. 
And weave it cd" the cypress tree. 

. XIV. 
O'Neale observed the starting tear. 
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Shall many a wreath be freely wove 
By hand of friendship and of love. 
I would not wish that rigid Fate 
Had doom'd thee to a captive's state. 
Whose hands are bound by honour's law. 
Who wears a sword he must not draw ; 
But were it so, in minstrel pride 
The land together would we ride. 
On prancing steeds, like Harpers old. 
Bound for the haUs of barons bold. 
Each lover of the lyre we'd seek. 
From Michael's Mount to Skiddaw's peak. 
Survey wild Albin's mountain strand. 
And roam green Erin's lovely land. 
While thou the gentler souls should move, ; 
With lay of pity 4nd of love. 
And I, thy mate, in rougher strain. 
Would sing of war and warriors slain. 
Old England's bards were vanquish'd then. 
And Scotland's vaunted Hawthomden, 
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And^ silenced on lemian shore, 
M^Curtin's harp should charm no more !"•— 
In lively mood he spoke^ to wile 
From Wilfrid's woe-worn cheek a smile. 

XV, 

^* But," said Matilda, '^ ere thy name. 
Good Redmond, gain its destined fame. 
Say, wilt thou kindly deign to call 
Thy brother minstrel to the hall ? 
Bid all the household, too, attend. 
Each in his rank a humble friend ; 
I know their faithful hearts will grieve. 
When their poor mistress takes her leave> 
So let the horn and beaker flow 
To mitigate their parting wo«."— 

t 

The Harper came :— in youth's first prime 
Himself; in mode of olden time 
His garb was fashion'd, to express 
The ancient English minstrel's dress. 
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A seemly gown of Kendal green> 
With gorget closed of sUver sheen ; 
His harp in silken scarf was slung^ 
And by his side an anlace hung. 
It seem'd some masquer's quaint array, 
For revel or for holiday. 

XVI. 
He made obeisance^ with a free 
Yet studied air of courtesy. 
Each look and accent^ framed to please, 
Seem'd to affect a playful ease ; 
His face was of that doubtful kind. 
That wins the eye^ but not the mind ; 
Yet harsh it seem'd to deem amiss 
Of brow so young, and smooth as this. 
His was the subtle look and sly^ 
That, spying all,' seems* nought to spy; 
Round all the group his glances stole» 
Unmark'd themselves, to mark the whole. 
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Yet sunk beneath Matilda's look^ 
Nor could the eye of Redmond brook. 
To the suspicious^ or the old^ 
Subtle and dangerous and bold 
Had seem'd this self-invited guest ; 
But young our lovers^ — and the rest^ 
Wrapt in their sorrow and their fear 
At parting of their mistress dear, 
Tear-blinded to the castle hall 
Came^ as to bear her funeral pall. 

XVII. 
All that expression base was gone^ 
When waked the guest his minstrel tone ; 
It fled at inspiration's call^ 
As erst th» Daemon fled from Saul. 
More noble glance he cast around, 
More free-drawn breath inspired the sounds 
His pulse beat bolder and more high, 
In all the pride of minstrelsy ! 
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Alas ! too soon that pride was o'er. 
Sunk with the lay that bade it soar ! 
' His soul resumed^ with habit's chain^ 
Its vices wild and follies vain. 
And gave the talent, with him born^ 
To be a common curse and scorn. 
Such was the youth whom Rokeby's maid. 
With condescending kindness, pray'd 
Here to renew the strain she loved. 
At distance heard and well approved. 

XVIII. 
SONG. 

THE HARP. 

I was a wild and wayward boy. 

My childhood scom'd each childish toy ; 

Retired from all, reserved and coy. 

To musing prone, 
Iwoo'dmysoHtoryjoy, 

My Harp alone. 
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My youths with bold Ambition's mood> 
Despised the humble stream and wood 
Where my poor father's cottage stood^ 

To fame unknown ; — 
What should my soaring views make good ? 

My Harp alone. 

Love came with all his frantic fire. 
And wild romance of vain desire ; 
The Baron's daughter heard my lyre. 

And praised the tone ;-— 
What could presumptuous hope inspire ? 

My Harp alone. 

At Manhood's touch the bubble burst. 
And Manhood's pride the vision curst. 
And all that had my folly nursed 

Love's sway to own ; 
Yet spared the spell that luU'd me first. 

My Harp alone. 
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Woe came with war. and want with woe : 
And it was mine to undergo 
Each outrage of the rebel foe : — 

Can aught atone 
My fields made waste, my cot laid low ? 

My Harp alone \ 

Ambition's dreams I've seen depart^ 
Have rued of penury the smarts 
Have felt of love the venom'd dart 

When hope was flown ; 
Yet rests one solace to my hearty-— 

My Harp alone ! 

Then^ over mountain^ moor^ and hill. 
My faithad Harp, I'll bear thee still ; 
And when this life of want and ill 

Is well nigh gone. 
Thy strings mine ele^ shall thrill. 

My Harp alone ! 
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XIX. 

'^ A pleasing lay !" Matilda said^ 

But Harpool shook his old grey head^ 

And took his baton and his torch^ 

To seek his guard-room in the porch. 

Edmund observed — with sudden change^ 

Among the strings his fingers range. 

Until they waked a bolder glee 

Of military melody ; 

Then paused amid the martial sound. 

And look'd with well-feign'd fear around ; — 

^' None to this noble house belong/' 

He said, ** that would a minstrel wrong. 

Whose fate has been> through good and ill^ 

To love his Royal Master stilly 

And, with your honour'd leave, would fain 

Rejoice you with a loyal strain." — 

Then, as assured by sign and look. 

The warlike tone again he took i 
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And Harpool stopp'd^ and turn'd to hear 
A ditty of the Cavalier. 

XX. 

SONG. 

THE CAVALIER. 

^\liile the dawn on the mountain was misty and gray^ 
My True Love has mounted his steed and away^ 
Over hill, over valley, o'er dale and o'er down ; 
Heaven shield the brave gallant that fights for the Crown ! 

He has dofifd the silk doublet the breast-plate to bear. 
He has placed the steel-cap o'er his long flowing hair. 
From his belt to his stirrup his broad-sword hangs down,~- 
Heaven shield the brave gallant that fights for the Crown ! 

For the rights of fair England that broad-sword he draws. 

Her King is his leader, her Church is his cause ; 

His watch- word is honour, his pay is renown,— 

I God strike with the gallant that strikes for the Crown ! 

b2 
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They may boast of their Fairfax^ their Waller, and all 
Jhe round-headed rebels of Westminster-hall ; 
But tell these bold traitors of London's proud town^ 
That the spears of the North have encircled the Crown. 

There's Derby and Cavendish, dread of their foes ; 
There's Erin's high Ormonde and Scotland's Montrose I 
Would you matdi the base Skippon, and Massey, and 

Brown, 
With the Barons of England that fight for the Crown ? 

Now joy to the crest of the brave Cavalier I 

Be his banner unconquer'd^ resistless his spear. 

Till in peace and, in triumph his toils he may drown. 

In a pledge to fair England, her Church, and her Crown ! 

XXI. 

'' Alas !'^ Matilda said, '' that strain. 

Good Harper, now is heard in vain ! 

1 
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The time has been^ at such a 80und> 
When Rokeby's vassals gathered rounds 
An hundred manly hearts would bound ; 
But now^ the stirring verse we hear^ 
Like trump in dying soldiefs ear ! 
Listless and sad the notes we own, 
The power to answer them is flown* 
Yet not without his meet applause 
Be he that sings the rightful cause^ 
Even when the crisis of its fate 
To human eye seems desperate. 
While Rokeby's heir such power retains^ 
Let this slight guerdon pay thy pains :— 
And lend thy harp ; I fiun would try^ 
If my poor skill can aught supply, 
Ere yet I leave my fathers' haU, 
To mourn the cause in which we fidl."— - 
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XXII. 

The Harper^ with a downcast look. 
And trembling hand, her bonnty took. 
As yet, the conscious pride of art 
Had steel'd him in his treacherous part ; 
A powerful spring, of force unguess'd. 
That hath each gentler mood suppress'd. 
And reign'd in many a human breast. 
From his that plans the red campaign. 
To his that wastes the woodland reign. 
The falling wing, the bloodshot eye. 
The sportsman marks with apathy. 
Each feeling of his victim's ill 
Drown'd in his own successful skill. 
The veteran, too, who now no more 
Aspires to head the battle's roar. 
Loves still the triumph of his art. 
And traces on the pencill'd chart 
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Some stem invader's destined way^ 
Through blood and ruin^ to his prey : 
Patriots to death, and towns to flame. 
He dooms, to raise another's name. 
And shares the guilt, though not the fame. 
What pays him for his span of time 
Spent in premediuted crime ? 
What against pity arms his heart Ir- 
itis the conscious pride of art. 

XXI II. 
But principles in Edmund's miild 
Were baseless, vague, and undefined. 
His soul, like bark with rudder lost. 
On passion's changeful tide was tost ; 
Nor Vice nor Virtue had the power 
Beyond the impression of the hour ; 
And O ! when passion rules, how rare 
The hours that fall to Virtue's ^hare ! 
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Yet now she roused her—- for the pride. 
That lack of sterner guilt supplied. 
Could scarce support him when arose 
The lay that moum'd Matilda's woes^ 

SONG. 

THE FAREWELL. 

The sound of Rokeby's woods I hear. 

They mingle with the song ; 
Dark Greta's voice is in mine ear, 

I must not hear them long. 
From every loved and native haunt 

The native heir must stray. 
And, like a ghost whom sun-beams daunt. 

Must part before the day. 

Soon firom the halls my fadiers reared. 

Their scutchecms may descend, 
A line so long^ beloved and fear'd 

May soon obscurely end. 
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No longer here Matilda's tone 

Shall bid these echoes swells 
y^et shall they hear her proudly own 

The cause in which we fell. 

The Lady paused^ and then again 
Resumed the lay in loftier strain. 

XXIV. 
Let our halls and towers decay^ 

Be our name and line forgot^ 
Lands and manors pass away^— - 

We but share our monarch's lot. 
If no more our annals show 

Battles won and banners taken^ 
Still in deaths defeat^ and woe^ 

Ours be loyalty unshaken ! 

Constant still in danger's hour^ 
Princes own'd our fathers' aid ; 
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Lands and honours, wealth and power. 

Well their loyalty repaid. 
PeHah wealth, and power, and pride ! 

Mortal boons by mortals given; 
But let Constancy abide, 

Constancy's the gift of heaven. 

XXV. 

While thus Matilda's lay was heard, 
A thousand thoughts in Edmund stirr'd. 
In peasant life he might have known 
As fair a face, as sweet a tone ; 
But village notes could ne'er supply 
That rich and varied melody. 
And ne'er in cottage maid was seen 
The easy dignity of mien. 
Claiming respect yet waving state. 
That marks the daughters of the great. 
Yet not, perchance, had these alone 
His scheme of purposed guilt o'erthrown; 
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But^ while her energy of mind 

Superior rose to griefs combined^ 

Lending its kindling to her eye^ 

Giving her form new majesty,— 

To Edmund's thought Matilda seem'd 

The very object he had dream'd^ 

When^ Ipng ere gflilt his soul had known^ 

In Winston bowers he mused alone^ 

Taxing his fancy to combine 

The &ce^ the air, the voice divine^ 

Of princess fair by cruel fate 

Refl of her honours^ power, itnd state^ 

Till to her rightful realm restored 

By destined hero's conquering sword. 

XXVI. 

Such was my virion ! '' Edmund thought ; 

And have I, then, the ruin wrought 
Of such a maid, that fancy ne'er 
In fairest vision form'd her peer ? 



fC 
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Was it my hand^ that could unclose 

The postern to her ruthless foes ! 

Foes^ lost to honour^ law^ and faith. 

Their kindest mercy sudden death ! 

Have I done this ? I ! who have swore^ 

That if the globe such angel bore^ 

I would have traced its circle broad> 

To kiss the ground on which she trod ! — 

And now— O ! would that earth would rive. 

And dose upon me while alive I— 

Is there no hope ! is all then lost ?— - 

Bertram's already on his post ! 

Even now, beside the hall's arch'd door, 

I saw his shadow cross the floor ! 

He was to wait my signal strain-— 

A little respite thus we gain : 

By what I heard the menials say. 

Young Wydiffe's troop are on their way— - 

Alarm precipitates the crime ! 

My harp must wear away the time." 



t 
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And then, in accents faint and low; 
He faulter'd forth a tale of woe. 

XXVII. 

BALLAD. 

" And whither would you lead me then ?" 
Quoth the Friar of orders gray; 

And the ruffians twain replied again, 
" By a dying woman to pray."-^ 

" I see," he said, " a lovely sight, 

A sight bodes little harm, 
A lady as a lily bright. 

With an infknt on her arm."* — 

" Then do thine office. Friar gray> 
And see thou shrive her free ! 

Else shall the sprite, that parts to-night. 
Fling all its guilt on thee. 
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" Let mass be said, and trentals read. 

When thou'rt to convent gone. 
And bid the bell of St Benedict 

Toll out its deepest tone." — 

The shrift is done, the Friar is gone. 

Blindfolded as he came— 
Next morning all in Littlecot-haU 

Were weeping for their dame. 

Wild Darrell is an alter'd man. 

The village crones can tell ; 
He looks pale as clay, and strives to pray. 

If he hears the convent bell. 

If prince or peer cross Darrell's way. 
He'll beard him in his pride-^ 

« 

If^e meet a Friar of orders gray^ 
He droops and turns aside. 
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XXVIII. 
'' Harper ! methinks thy magic lays/' 
Matilda said^ ^^ can goblins raise ! 
Well nigh ray fancy can discern^ 
Near the dark porch^ a visage stern ; 
E'en now, in yonder shadowy nook 
I see it ! — Redmond, Wilfrid, look ! — 
A human form distinct and clear^ 
God, for thy mercy ! — It draws near !"— 
She saw too true. Stride after stride. 
The centre of that chamber wide 
Fierce Bertram gain'd ; then made a stand. 
And, proudly waving with his hand, 
Thunder'd — '' Be still, upon your lives ! 
He bleeds who speaks, he dies who strives. ' — 
Behind their chief, the robber crew 
Forth from the darken'd portal drew. 
In silence — ^save that echo dread 
Retum'd their heavy measured tread. 
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The lamp's uncertain lustre gave 

Their arms to gleam« their plumes to wave ; 

File after file in order pass^ 

Like forms on Banquo's mystic glass. 

Then^ halting at their leader's sign, 

At once they form'd and curved their line^ 

Hemming within its crescent drear 

Their victims, like a herd of deer. 

Another sign, and to the aim 

Levell'd at once their musquets came. 

As waiting but their chieftain's wotd. 

To make their fatal volley beard. 

XXIX. 

Back in a heap the menials drew. 

Yet, even in mortal terror, true. 

Their pale and atartled group oppose 

Between Matilda and the foes. 

" O haste thee, Wilfrid !" Redmond cried ; 

" Undo that wicket by thy side ! 
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Bear hence Matilda—gain the wood — 
The pass may be a while made good — 
Thy band, ere this, must sure be nigh — 

speak not-— dally not-^but fly !" — 
While yet the crowd their motions hide, 
Through the low wicket-door they glide. 
Through vaulted passages they wind, . 
In Gothic intricacy twined ; 

Wilfrid half led, and half he bore, 

Matilda to the postern door. 

And safe beneath the forest-tree 

The lady stands at liberty. 

The moon-beams, the fresh gale's caress. 

Renewed suspended consciousness :^ 

*' Where's Redmond ?" eagerly she cries : 

'' Thou answer'st not — ^he dies ! he dies ! 

And thou hast left him, all bereft 

Of mortal aid — ^with murderers left !— •* 

1 know it well — he would not yield 
His sword to man — his doom is seal'd ! 
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For my scom'd life^ which thou hast bought 
At price of his^ I thank thee not." — 

XXX. 

The unjust reproach^ the angry look. 
The heart of Wilfrid could not brook. 
" Lady/' he said, '* my band so near. 
In safety thou ma/st rest thee here. 
'For Redmond's death thou shalt not mourn. 
If mine can buy his safe return."— 
He tum'd away — ^his heart throbb'd high. 
The tear was bursting firom his eye. 
The sense of her injustice press'd 
Upon the maid's distracted breast,— 
'' Stay, Wilfrid, stoy ! all aid is vain !"— 
He heard, but tum'd him not again ; 
He reaches now the postern door. 
Now enters— and is seen no more. 
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XXXL 

With all the agony that e'er 
Was gender'd 'twixt suspense smd fear, 
She watch'd the line of windows tall 
Whose Gothic; lattice lights the hall^ 
Distinguish'd by the p£dy red 
The lamps in dim reflection shed^ 
While all beside in wan moon-light 
Each grated casement glimmer'd white. 
No sight of harm^ no sound of ill^ 
It is a deep and midnight still. 
Who look'd upon the scene had guess'd 
All in the castle were at rest : 
^^lien sudden oii the windows shone 
A lightning flashy just seen and gone ! 
A shot is heard—- ^Again the'flatne 
Flash'd thick and fast>^a volley came ! 
Then echoed wildly, fronv within. 
Of shout and scream the mingled din, 

vol . VIII. c 
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\ 

And weapon-cladh^ and maddening cry 
Of those who kill^ and those who die ! 
As fill'd the hall with sulphurous smok«^ 
More redy more dark^ the death-flash broke^ 
And fotms were on the lattice cast. 
That struck, or struggled, as they past. 

XXXII. 
What sounds upon the midnight wind 
Approach so rapidly behind ? 
It is, it is, the tramp of steeds ! 
Matilda hears the sound, she speeds. 
Seizes upon the leader's rein— - 
" haste to aid, ere aid be vain ! 
Fly to the postern—gain the hall !"-^ 
From saddle spring the troopers all ; 
Their gallant steeds, at liberty. 
Run wild along the moon^light lea* 
But, ere they burst upon the scene. 
Full stubborn had the conflict been. 



Canto V. ROKEBY. 51 

When Bertram mark'd Matilda's flight, 

It gave the signal for the fight ; 

And Rokeby's veterans, seam'd with scars 

Of Scotland's and of Erin's wars. 

Their momentary panic o'er. 

Stood to the arms which then they bore ; 

(For they were weapon'd, and prepared 

Their mistress on her way to guard.) 

Then cheer'd them to the %ht O'Neale, 

Then peal'd the shot, and clash'd the steel ; 

« 

The war-smoke soon with' sable breath 
Darken'd the scene of blood and death. 
While on the few defenders close 
The Bandits with redoubled blows, 
And^ twice driven back, yet fierce ahd fell 
Renew the charge with frantic yelL 

XXXIIL 
Wilfrid has fall'n— but o'er him stood 
Young Redmond^ soil'd with smoke and bloody 
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Cheering his mates, with heart and hand 
Still to make good their desperate stand. 
'* Up, comrades, up ! in Bokeby halls 
Ne'er be it said our courage £ei11s. 
What ! faint ye for their savage cry. 
Or do the smoke-wreaths daunt your eye ? 
These rafters have returned a shout 
As loud at Rokeby's wassail route. 
As thick a smoke these hearths have given 
At Hallowtide or Christmas even. 
Stand to it yet ! renew the fight. 
For Rokeby's and Matilda's right I 
These slaves I they dare not, hand to hand. 
Bide buffet from a true man's brand."—. 
Impetuous, active, fierce, and young,' 
Upon the advancing foes he sprung. 
Woe to the wretch at whom is bent 
His brandish'd faulchion's sheei* descent ! 
Backward they scatter'd as he came. 
Like wolves before the levin flame. 
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When, 'mid their howling conclave driven. 
Hath glanced the thunderbolt- of heaven. 
Bertram rush'd on— but Harpool clasp'd 
His knees, although in death h^ gasp'd. 
His falling corpse before him flung. 
And round the trammel'd ruffian clung. 
Just then, the soldiers fill'd the dome. 
And, shouting, charged the felons home 
So fiercely, that, in panic dread. 
They broke, they yielded, fell, or fled. 
Bertram's stem voice they heed no more, 
Though heard above the battle's roar. 
While, trampling down the dying man. 
He strove, with voUied threat and ban. 
In scorn of odds, in fate's despite, 
To rally up the desperate fight. 

XXXIV. 

Soon murkier ckmds the hall enfold. 
Than e'er from battle-thunders roU'd ; 
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So dense^ the combatants scarce know 
To aim or to avoid the blow. 
SiQotheruig and blindfold grows the fight-^ 
But soon shall diawn a dismal light ! 
'Mid cries, and clashing arms, there came 
The hollow sound of rushing flame ; 
New horrors on the tumult dire 
Arise«-the castle is on fire ! 
Doubtful if diance had cast the brand. 
Or frantic Bertram's desjj^erate hand. 
Matilda saw— for frequent broke 
.From the dim casements gusts of smoke. 
Yon tower, which late so dear defined 
On the fiur hemisphere redined. 
That, pencillM on its azure pure. 
The eye could count eadi embrasure. 
Now, swathed within the sweeping cloud, 
Seems giant-spectre in his shroud ; 
Till, firom each loop-hole flashing light, 
A spout of fire shines ruddy bright. 
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And^ gathering to united glare. 
Streams high into the midnight air, 
A dismal beacon, fiur and wide 
That waken'd Greta's slumbering side* 
Soon all beneath, through gallery kmg. 
And pendent arch, the fire flash'd strong. 
Snatching whatever could maintain. 
Raise, or extend, its furious reign. 
Startling, with closer cause of dread. 
The females who the conflict fled. 
And now rush'd forth upon the plain, 
Pilling the air with clamours vain. 

XXXV. 

But ceased not yet, the hall within, 
The shriek, the shout, the carnage-din. 
Till bursting lattices give proof 
The flames have cafight the rafter'd roo£ 
What ! wait they till its beams amain 
Crash on the slayers and the slain ? 



53 ROKEBY. ' Cartto V. 

The alarm is caught— the draw-bridge falls^ 
The warriors hurry from the walls^ 
But^ by the conflagration's light. 
Upon the lawn renew the fight. 
Each straggling felon down was hew'd. 
Not one could gain the i^eltering wood ; 
But forth the affrighted Harper sprung. 
And to Matilda's robe he -dung. 
Her shriek, entreaty, and. command, 
Stopp'd the pursuer's lifted hand. 
Denzil and he alive were ta'en ; 
The rest, save Bertram, all are slain. 

XXXVI. 
And where is Bertram ? — Soaring high. 
The general flame ascends the sky ; 
In gather'd group the soldiers gaze 
Upon the broad and roaring blaze. 
When, like infernal daemon, sent 
Red from his penal element. 
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To plague and tp pollute the air^— » 
His face all gor^^.on fire his hair^ 
Forth fran the central mass of smoke 
The giant form of Bertram broke ! 
His brandish'd sword on high fie reors^ 
Then plunged among opposing spears ; 
Round his left arm his mantle truss'd 

Received ai^d foil'd three lances' thrust ; 

* 

Nor these his headlong course withstood^ 
Like reeds he snapp'd the tough ash wood. 
In vain his foes ai'ound him clung ; 
With matchless force aside he flung 
Their boldest^— as the bull, at bay. 
Tosses the ban-dogs from his way« 
Through forty foes his path he made. 
And safely gain'4 the forest glade. 

XXXVII. 

Scarce was this final conflict o'er. 

When from the postern Redmond bore 

c2 
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Wilfrid, who, as of life bereft. 

Had in the &tal hall been left. 

Deserted there by all bis train; 

But Redmond saw, and tum'dagain.«N- 

Beneath an oak he laid him down, 

That in the blaae gleam'd ruddy brown. 

And then his mantle's cksp undid '; 

Matilda held his drooping head. 

Till, given to breathe the freer air, 

Retmniny life repaid their care. 

He gazed on them with heavy sigh,-«- 

'^ I could have wish'd even thus to die !"— 

No more he said«-£>r now with speed 

Each trooper had regain'd his steed ; 

The ready palfteys stood arrayed. 

For Redmond and for Rokeby's Maid ; 

Two Wilfrid on his horse sustain. 

One leads his charger by the rein. 

But oft Matilda look'd behind. 

As up the vale of Tees they wind, 
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Where far the mansion of her sires 
Beaooi)'d the dale with midnight fires. 
In gloomy ardi above them spread^ 
The clouded heaven lowered bloody red ; 
Beneathy in sombre light, the flood 
Appeared to roll in waves of blood. 
Then^ one by one, was heard to fall 
The tower, the donjon-keep, the hall. 
Each rushing down with thunder sound, 
A space the conflagration drowned ; 
TiU, gathering strength, again it rose. 
Announced its triumph in its dose. 
Shook wide its light the landscape o'er. 
Then sunk«-and Rokeby was no more I 
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I. 

The summer sun, whose early power 

Was wont to gild Matilda's bower^ 

And rouse her with his matin ray 

Her duteous orisons to pay^ 

That morning sun has three times seen 

The flowers unfiild on Rokeby green> 

But sees no more the sltmibers fly 

From fair Matilda's hazel eye; 

That morning sun has three times broke 

On Rokeby's glades of elm and oak, 




siim' ■ 
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Canto VL 



But^ rising from their sylvan screen^ 
Marks no gray turrets glance between. ' 
A shapeless mass lie keep and tower^ 
That^ hissing to the morning shower> • 
Can but with smouldering vapour pay 
The early smile of summer day. 
The peasant^ to his labour bounds 
Pauses to view the blackened mound^ 
Strivings amid the ruin'd space^ 
Each well-remember'd spot to trace. 
That length of frail and fire-scorched wall 
Once screen'd the hospitable hall; 
AVhen yonder broken arch was whole^ 
'Twas there was dealt the weekly dole ; 
And where yon tottering columns nod. 
The chapel sent the hymn to God. 
So flits the world's uncertain span ! 
Nor zeal for God, nor love for man. 
Gives mortal monuments a date 
Beyond the power of Time and Fate. 
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The towers must share the builder's doom ; 
Ruin is theirs^ and his a tomb ; 
But better boon benignant Heaven 
To Faith and Charity has given^ 
And bids the Christian hope sublime 
Transcend the bounds of Fate and Time. 

. II. 

Now the third night of summer <»me> 
Since that which witness'd Rokeby's flame. 
On Brignal cliffs and Scargill brake 
The owlet's homilies awake. 
The bittern scream'd from rush and flag. 
The raven slumber'd on his crag. 
Forth from his den the gtter drew, — 
Grayling and trout their tyrant knew. 
As between reed and sedge he peers. 
With fierce round snout and sharpen'd ears. 
Or, prowling by the moon-beam cool. 
Watches the stream or swims the pool ;— 
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Perch'd on his wonted eyrie high. 
Sleep seal'd the tercelet's wearied eye. 
That all the day had watch'd so well 
The cushat dart across the dell. 
In dubious beam reflected shone 
That lofty cliff of pale grey etone. 
Beside whose base ^e secret cave 
To rapine late a refuge gave. 
The crag's wild crest of copse and yew 
On Greta's breast dark shadows threw ; 
Shadows that met or thunn'd the sight. 
With every change of fitful light ; 
As hope and fear alternate chase 
Our course through life's uncertain race. 

III. 

GUdiog by crtg «nd <»i»e.wood gi«en, 
A solitary Form was seen 
To trace with stealthy pace the wold. 
Like fox that seeks the midnight fold. 
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And pauses oft» and cowers dismay'dj 
At every breath that stirs the shade. 
He passes now the ivy foush^ 
The owl has seen him and is hush ; 
He passes now the dodder'd oak. 
Ye heard the startled raven croak ; 
Lower and lower he descends. 
Rustle the leaves, the brush-wood bends ; 
The otter hears him tread the shore. 
And dives, and is beheld no mor0 ; 
And by the cliff of pale grey stone 
The midnight wanderer stands alone. 
Methinks, that by the moon we trace 
A well-remember'd form and face ! 
That strolling shape, that cheek so pale. 
Combine to tell a rueful tale. 
Of powers misused, of passion's force. 
Of guilt, of grief, ai^d of remorse ! 
'Tis Edmund's eye, at every sound 
That flings that guilty glance around ; 
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'Tis Edmund's trembling haste divides 
The brush- wood that the cavern hides^ 
And, when its narrow porch lies bare, 
'Tis Edmund's form that enters there. 

IV. 

His flint and steel have sparkled bright, 
A lamp hath lent the cavern light. 
Fearful and quick his eye surveys 
Each angle of the gloomy maze. 
Since last he left that stern abode. 
It seem'd as none its floor had trode ; 
Untouch'd i^pear'd the various spoil. 
The purchase of his comrades' toil ; 
Masques and disguises grim'd with mud. 
Arms broken and defil'd with blood. 
And all the nameless tools that aid 
Night-felons in their lawless trade. 
Upon the gloomy walls were hung. 
Or lay in nooks obscurely flung. 
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Still on the sordid board appear 
The reliques of the noontide cheer ; 
Flagons and emptied flasks were there^ 
And bench o'erthrowp, and shatter'd chair ; 
And all around the semblance show'd^ 
As i^hen the final revel glow'd. 
When the red sup was setting fast^ 
And parting pledge Guy Denzil past 
To Rokeby treasure-vaults ! they quaflTd, 
And shouted Loud and wildly laugh'd, 
Pour'd maddening from the rocky door. 
And parted— to return no more ! 
They found in Rokeby vaults' their doom, — 
A bloody death, a burning tomb. 

V. 

There his own peasant dress he spies, 
Doff'd to assume that quaint disguise. 
And shuddering thought upon his glee. 
When prank'd in garb of minstrelsy. 
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* 

" O be the fatal art accurst," , 
He cried, " that moved my folly first. 
Till bribed by bandits' base applause, 
I burst through God's and Nature's laws ! 
Three summer days are scantly past 
Since I have trode this cavern last, 
A thoughtless wretch, and prompt to err- 
But O, as yet no murderer! 
Even now I list my comrades' cheer. 
That general laugh is in mine ear. 
Which raised my pulse and steel'd my heart, 
As I rehearsed my treacherous part— 
And would that all since then could seem 
The phantom of a fever's dream ! 
But fatal Memory notes too well 
The horrors of the djring yell, 
From my despairing mates that broke. 
When fiash'd the fire and roll'd the smoke. 
When the avengers shouting came. 
And hemm'd us 'twixt the sword and flame ! 
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My firantic flight^^the lifted brands- 
Thai angel's interposing hand ! ■ 

If for my life itom. slaughter freed^ 
I yet could pay some grateful meed ! 
Perchance this object of my quest 
May aid"— he tum'd, nor spoke the rest 

VI. 
Due northward from the rugged hearth^ 
With paces five he metes the earth. 
Then toil'd with mattock to explore 
The entrails of the cavern floor. 
Nor paused till, deep beneath the ground. 
His search a small steel casket found. 
Just asFhe stoop'd to loose its hasp. 
His shoulder felt a giant grasp; 
He started, and look'd up aghast. 
Then shriek'd — 'twas Bertram held him fast. 
" Fear not ! ■' he said ; but who could hear 
That deep stem voice, and cease to fear ? 
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" Fear not ! — by heaven he shakes as much 

As partridge in the falcon's clutch !" — 

He raised him^ and unloosed his hold^ 

While from the opening casket roU'd 

A chain and reliquaire of gold. 

Bertram beheld it with surprise^ 

Gazed on its fashion and device^ 

Then^ cheering Edmund as he could^ 

Somewhat he smooth'd his rugged mood ; 

For still the youth's half-lifted eye 

Quiver'd with terror's agony. 

And sidelong glanced, as to explore. 

In meditated flight, the door. 

" Sit," Bertram said, " from danger free ; 

Thou canst not, and thou shalt not, flee. 

Chance brings me hither ; hill and plain 

I've sought for refuge-place in vain. 

And tell me now, thou aguish boy. 

What makest thou here ? what means this toy ? 

12 
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Denzil and thou, I mark'd^ were ta'en ; 
What lucky chance unbound your chain ? 
I deem'd, long since on Baliol's tower^ 
Your heads were warp'd with sun and shower. 
Tell me the whole — and mark i nought e'er 
Chafes me like falseaood^ or like fear."*— 
Gathering his courage to his aid. 
But trembling still, the youth obey'd. 

vir. 

'^ Denzil and I two nights pass'd o'er. 

In fetters on the dungeon floor. 

A guest the third sad morrow brought ; 

Our hold dark Oswald Wycliffe sought. 

And eyed my comrade long askance. 

With fix'd and penetrating glance. 

' Guy Denzil art thou call'd ?' — ' The same.' — 

' At court who served wild Buckinghame ; 

Thence banish'd, won a keeper's place. 

So Villiers will'd, in Marwood*»cha8e ; 

VOL. VIII. D 
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That lost— I need not tell thee why — 

Thou madest thy wit thy wants supply. 

Then fought for Rokeby :— -have I guess'd 

My prisoner right ?* — * At thy behest'— 

He paused awhile, and then went on 

With low. and confidential tone ; 

Me, as I judge, not then he saw. 

Close nestled in my couch of straw, — 

' List to me, Guy. Thou know'st the great 

Have frequent need of what they hate ; 

Hence, in their.favour oft we see 

Unscrupled, useful men like thee. 

Were I disposed to bid thee live. 

What pledge of faith hast thou to give ?' — 

vni. 

" The^ready fiend, who never yet 
Hath fail'd to sharpen Denzil's wit. 
Prompted his lie—' His only child 
Should rest his pledge.'— The Baron smiled. 
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And tum'd to me — ' Thou art his son ?' 
I bow'd— our fetters were undone^ 
And we were led to hear apart 
A dreadful lesson of his art. 
Wilfrid^ he said^ his heir and son^ 
Had £air Matilda's favour won ; 
And long since had their union been^ 
But for her father's bigot spleen^ 
Whose brute and blindfold party rage 
Would^ force per force^ her hand engage • 
To a base kern of Irish earth. 
Unknown his lineage and his birth, 
Save that a dying ruffian bore 
The infant brat to Rokeby door. 
Gentle restraint, he said, would lead 
Old Rokeby to enlarge his creed ; 
But fair occasion he must find 
For such restraint well-meant and kind. 
The knight being render'd to his charge 
But as a prisoner at large. 
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IX. 

'' He school'd us in a well-forged tale^ 
Of scheme the castle walls to scale^ 
To which was leagued each cavalier^ ' 
That dwells upon the Tyne and Wear ; 
That Rokeby^ his parole forgot^ 
Had dealt with us to aid the plot. 
Such was the charge^ which Denzil's zeal 
Of hate to Rokeby and O'Neale 
Proffer'd^ as witness^ to make good. 
Even though the forfeit were their blood. 
I scrupled, until o'er and o'er 
His prisoners' safety Wydiffe swore. 
And then— <das ! what needs there more ? 
I knew I should not live to say 
The proffer I refused that day ; 
Ashamed to live, yet loth to die, 
I soil'd me with their infamy !" — 
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" Poor youth/' said Bertram^ " wavering atill. 

Unfit alike for good or ill ! 

But what fell next ? — *^ Soon as at large 

Was scroll'd and sign'd our i&tal charge^ 

There never yet^ on tragic stage^ 

Was seen so well a painted rage 

As Oswald's shew'd ! with loud alarm 

He call'd his garrison to arm ; 

From tower to tower^ from post to post, 

He hurried as if all were lost ;■ 
Consign'd to dungeon and to chain 
The good old knight and all his train^ 

. Wam'd each suspected cavalier^ 
Within his limits^ to appear 
To-morrow, at the hour of noon, 
In the, high church of Eglistone."-— 

X. 

" Of Eglistone ! Even now I pass'd," 
Said Bertram, ** as the night closed fast ; 
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Torches and cressets gleam'd around^ 

I heard the saw and hammer sounds 

And I could mark they toil'd to raise 

A scaffold^ hung with sable baize^ 

Which the grim headsman's scene display'd^ 

Blocks axe^ and saw-dust^ ready laid. 

Some evil deed will there be done^ 

Unless Matilda wed hii^ son ;-» 

She loves him not— 'tis shrewdly guess'd 

That Redmond rules the damsel's breast. 

This is a turn of Oswald's skill ; 

But I may.meet^ and foil him still ! 

How camest thou to thy freedom ?" — *' There 

Lies mystery more dark and rare. 

In midst of Wycliffe's well-feign'd rage, 

A scroll was offer'd by a page. 

Who told, a muffled horseman late 

Had left it at the castle«gate. 

He broke the seal — his cheek shew'd change. 

Sudden, portentous^ wild, and strange ; 



Canto VI. EOKEBY. 79 

The mimic passion of his eye 
Was turn'd to actual agony. 
His hand like summer-sapling shook. 
Terror and guilt were in his look. 
Denzil he judged, in time of need. 
Fit counsellor for evil deed. 
And thus apart his counsel broke. 
While with a ghastly smile he spoke. 

XL 

'^ As, in the pageants of the stage. 

The dead awake in this wild age, 

Mortham — whom all men deem'd decreed 

In his own deadly snare to bleed. 

Slain by a bravo, whom, o'er sea. 

He train'd to aid in murthering me,~« 

Mortham has 'scaped ; the coward shot 

The steed, but harm'd the rider nought."— 

Here, with an execration fell, 

Bertram leap'd up, and paced the cell ;— 
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" Thine own grey head^ or bosom dark," 
He mutter'd, ^* may be surer mark I" — 
Then sate, and sign'd to Edmund, pale 
With terror, to resume his tale. 
" WyclifFe went on :— * Mark with what flights 
Of wilder'd reverie he writes : 



THE LETTER. 

" Ruler of Mortham's destiny ! 
Though dead, thy vic5tim lives to thee. 
Once had he all that binds to life, 
A lovely child, a loyelier wife ; 
Wealth, fame, and friendship, were his own— 
Thou gavest the word, and they are flown. 
Mark how he pays thee : — ^to thy hand 
He yields his honours and his land. 
One boon premised ;— -Restore his" child ! 
And, from his native land exiled, 
Mortham no more returns, to claim 
His lands, his honours, or his name j 
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Befuse him this, and from the slain 
Thou shalt see Mortham rise again/' — 

XII. 

" This billet while the Baron read^ 

His faultering accents shew'd his dread ; 

He press'd his forehead with his pabn. 

Then took a scornful tone and calm ; 

' Wild as the winds, as billows wild ! 

What wot I of his spouse or child ? 

Hither he brought a joyous dame^ 

Unknown her lineage or her name : 

Her^ in some frantic fit, he slew; 

The nurse and child in fear withdrew. 

Heaven be my witness^ wist I where 

To find this youth, my kinsman's heir,— - 

Unguerdon'd, I would give with joy 

The father's arms to fold his boy. 

And Mortham's lands and towers resign 

To the just heir of Mortham's line.'— -^ 

d2 
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Thou knoVst that scarcely e'en his fear 
Suppresses Denzil's cynic sneer ; — 
' Then happy is thy vassal's part,* 
He said, * to ease his patron's heart ! 
In thine own jailor's watchful care 
Lies Mortham's just and rightful heir ; 
Thy generous wish is fully won, — 
Redmond O'Neale is Mortham's son.'— 

XIII. 
^' Up starting with a frenzied look. 
His clenched hand the Baron shook : 
^ Is Hell at work ? or dost thou rave. 
Or darest thou palter with me, slave ! 
Perchance thou wot*st not, Barnard's towers 
Have racks, of strange and ghastly powers.'— 
Denzil, who well his safety knew. 
Firmly rejoin'd, ' I tell thee true. 
Thy racks could give thee but to know 
The proofs, which I, untortured, show.— * 
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It chanced upon a winter nighty 

When early snow made Stanmore white^ 

That very nighty when first of all 

Redmond O'Neale saw Rokeby-hall^ 

It was my goodly lot to gain 

A reliquary and a chain^ 

Twisted and chased of massive gold. 

— Demand not how the prize I hold 1 

It was not given^ nor lent^ nor sold.-— • 

Gilt tablets to the chain were hung^ 

With letters in the Irish tongue. 

I hid my spoil, for there was need 

That I should leave the land with speed ; 

Nor then I deem'd it safe to bear 

On mine own person gems so rare. 

Small heed I of the tablets took. 

But since have spell'd them by the book. 

When some sojourn in Erin's land 

Of their wild speech had given command. 
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I 

But darkling wiis the sense; the phrase 

And language those of other days> 

Involved of purpose, as to foil 

An interloper's pr jing toil* 

The words> but not the sense, I- knew. 

Till fortune gave the guiding clue. 

XIV. 
" Three days since, was that due reveal'd. 
In Thorsgill as I lay conceal'd. 
And heard at full when Rokeby's Maid 
Her uncle's history disj^ay'd ; 
And now I can interpret well 
Each syllable the tablets tell*. 
Mark then : Fair Edith was the joy " 
Of old O'Neale of Clandeboy, 
But from her sire and country fled. 
In secret Mortham's Lord to wed. 
O'Neale, his first resentment o'er, 
Dispatch'd his son to Greta's shpre. 
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Enjoining he should make him known 
(Until his farther will were shown,) 
To Edith, but to her alone. 
What of their ill-starr'd meeting feU, 
Lord Wydiffe knows^ and none so well. 

XV. 

" O'Neale it was, whO) in despair, 
Robb'd Mortham of his infant heir ; 
He bred him in their nurture wild, 
And call'd him murder'd Connal's child. 
Soon died the nurse ; the clan believed 
What from their chieftain they received. 
His purpose was, that ne'er again 
The boy should cross the Irish main. 
But, like his mountain sires, enjoy 
The woods and wastes of Clandeboy. 
Then on the land wild troubles came. 
And stronger chieftains urged a claim. 
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And wrested from the old man's hands 

His native towers, his father's lands. 

Unable then, amid the strife. 

To guard young Redmond's rights or life. 

Late and reluctant he restores 

The infant to his native shores. 

With goodly gifts and. letters stored. 

With many a deep conjuring word. 

To Mortham, and to Rokeby's Lord. 

Nought knew the clod of Irish earth, 

-Who was the guide, of Redmond's birth ; 

But deem'd his Chief's commands were laid 

On both, by both to be obey'd. 

How he was wounded by the way, 

I need not, and I list not say."— • 

XVL 
'* A wond'rous tale ! and grant it true. 
What,' Wydiffe answer'd, ' might I do ? 
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Heaven knows^ as willingly as now 

I raise the bonnet from my brow. 

Would I my kinsman's manors fair 

Restore to Mortham, or bis heir ; 

But Mortham is distraught — O'Neale 

Has drawn for t3rranny his steely 

Malignant to our rightful Cause^ 

And train'd in Rome's delusive laws. 

Hark thee apart !'-— They whisper'd long. 

Till Denzil's voice grew bold and strong :-— 

' My proofs ! I never will/ he said, 

' Shew mortal man where they are laid. ^ 

Nor hope discovery to foreclose. 

By giving me to feed the crows ; 

For I have mates at large, who know 

Where I am wont such toys to stow. 

Free me from peril and from band. 

These tablets are at thy command ; 

Nor were it hard to form some train. 

To wile old Mortham o'er the main. 
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Then^ lunatic's nor papist's hand 
Should wrest from thine the goodly land.'—- 
— ' I like thy wit,' said Wycliffe, ' well ; 
But here in hostage shalt thou dwell* 
Thy son^ unless my purpose err, 
May prove the trustier messenger. 
A scroll to Mortham shall he bear 
From me, end fetch these tokens rare. 
Gold shalt thou have, and that good store. 
And freedom, his commission o'er ; 
But if his faith should chance to fail. 
The gibbet frees thee from the jail.' — 

XVII. 
** Mesh'd in the net himself had twined. 
What subterfuge could Denzil find ? 
He told me, with reluctant sigh. 
That hidden here the tokens lie ; 
Conjured my swift return and aid. 
By all he scoff'd and disobey'd ; 
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And look'd as if the noose were tied^ 

And I the priest who left his side. 

This scroll for Mortham, Wydiffe gave. 

Whom I must seek by Greta's wave, I 

Or in the hut where chief he hides. 

Where ThorsgilVs forester resides, 

(Thence chanced it, wandering in the glade^ 

That he descried our ambuscade.) 

I was dismiss'd as evening fell. 

And reach'd but now this rocky cell."— 

" Give Oswald's letter."— Bertram read. 

And tore it fiercely, shred by shied; — 

'f All lies and villainy I to blind 

His noble kinsman's generous mind. 

And train him on from day to day. 

Till he can take his life away*— 

And now, declare thy purpose, youth. 

Nor dare to answer, save the truth ; 

If aught I mark of Denzil's art, 

I'll tear the secret from thy heart !"— 
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XVIII. 

" It needs not. I renounce/' he said, 

" My tutor and his deadly trade. 

Fix'd was my purpose to declare 

To Morthain,- Redmond is his heir ; 

To tell him in what risk he stands^ 

And yield these tokens to his hands. 

Fix'd was my purpose to atone^ 

Far as I may, the evil done^ 

And fix'd it rests— -if I survive 

This night, and leave this cave alive." — 

" And Denzil ?"— «' Let them ply the rack^ 

Even till his joints and sinews crack ! ' 

If Oswald tear him limb from limb. 

What ruth can Denzil claim from him. 

Whose thoughtless youth he led astray. 

And damn'd to this unhallow'd way ? 

He school'd me, faith and vows were vain ; 

Now let my master reap his gain."—- 
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** True," answer'd Bertram, " 'tis hk meed ; 

There's retribution in the deed« 

But thou — ^thou art not for our course. 

Hast fear, hast pity, hast remorse ; 

And he, with ua the gale who braves. 

Must heave such cargo to the waves. 

Or lag with overloaded prore 

While barks unburthen'd reach the shore." 

XIX. 
He paused, and, stretching him at length, 
Seem'd to repose his bulky strength. 
Communing with his secret mind. 
As half he sate, and half redin'd. 
One ample hand his forehead press'd. 
And one was dropp'd across his breast. 
The shaggy eye-brows deeper came 
Above his eyes of swarthy flame ; 
His lip of pride awhile forebore 
The haughty curve till then it wore ; 



1 
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The unalter'd fierceness of his look 
A shade of darkened sadness took^— 
For dark and sad a presage press'd 
Resistlessly on Bertram's breast^ — 
And when he spoke, his wonted tone^ 
So fierce^ abrupt, and brief, was gone. 
His voice was steady, low, and deep. 
Like distant waves when breezes sleep ; 
And sorrow mix'd with Edmund's fear. 
Its low unbroken depth to hear. 

XX. 

^' Edmund, in thy sad tale I find 
The woe that warp'd my patron's mind ; 
'T would wake the fountains of the eye 
In other men, but mine are dry. 
Mortham must never see the fool. 
That sold himself base Wycliffe's tool ! 
Yet less from thirst of sordid gain. 
Than to avenge supposed disdain. 
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Say^ Bertram rues his fault;-— a word^ 
Till now^ from Bertram never heard : 
Say^ too, that Mortham's lord he prays 
To think but on their former days ; 
On Quariana's beach and rock. 
On Cayo's bursting battle-shock, 
On Darien's sands and deadly dew. 
And on the dart Tlatzeca threw; — 
Perchance my patron yet may hear 
More that may grace his comrade's bier. 
My soul hath felt a secret weight, 
A warning of approaching fate : 
A priest had said. Return, repent ! 
As well to bid that rock be rent. 
Firm as that flint, I face mine end ; 
My heart may burst, but cannot bend. 

XXL 
'' The dawning -of my youth, with awe 
And prophecy, the Dalesmen saw ; 
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For over Redesdale it came^ 
As bodeful as their beacon-flame* 
Edmund^ thy years were scarcely mine, 
When^ challenging the clans of Tyne 
To bring their best my brand to prove. 
O'er Hexham's altar hung my glove ; 
But Tynedide, nor in tower nor town. 
Held champion meet to take it down. 
My noontide India may declare ; 
I^ike her fierce Sun, I fired the air ! 
Like him, to wood and tsave bade fly 
Her natives, from mine angry eye. 
Panama's maids shall long look pale 
When Risingham inspires the tale ; 
Chili's dark matrons long shall tame 
The firoward child with Bertram's name. 
And now, my race of terror run. 
Mine be the eve of tropic Sun ! 
No pale gradations quench his ray, 
No twilight dews his wrath allay ; 
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With disk like battle-target red^ 
He rushes to his burning bed^ 
Dyes the wide wave with bloody lightj 
Then sinks at once— and all is night. ' 

XXII. 
'^ Now to thy mission^ Edmund. Fly^ 
Seek Mortham out^ and bid him hie 
To Richmond^ where his troops are laid. 
And lead his force to Redmond's aid. 
Say, till he reaches Eglistone, 
A friend will watch to guard his son* 
Now, fare thee well ; for night draws on. 
And I would rest me here alone."—- 
Despite his ill-dissembled fear. 
There swam in Edmund's eye a tear ; 
A tribute to the courage high^ 
Which. stoop'd not in extremity. 
But strove, irregularly great, 
To triumph o'er approaching fate ! 

9 
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Bertram beheld the dew-drop start. 

It almojst touch'd his iron heart : 

" I did not think there lived," he said, 

^* One, who would tear for Bertram shed,"— 

He loosen'd then his baldrick's hold, 

A buckle broad of massive gold ; — 

'^ Of all the spoil that paid his pains. 

But this with Risingham remains ; 

And this, dear Edmund, thou shalt take. 

And wear it long for Bertram's sake. 

Once more — to Mortham speed amain ; 

Farewell ! and turn thee not again.''*— 

XXIII. 
The night has yielded to the morn. 
And far the hours of prime are worn. 
Oswald, who, since the dawn of day. 
Had cursed his messenger's delays 
Impatient question'd now his train, 
" Was Denzil's son return'd again ?"— 



CatUo VI.^ EOKEBY. 97 

It chanced there aUBwer'd of the crew^ 

A menial^ who joung Edmund knew : 

'^ No son of Denzil this^*' he said ; 

'^ A peasant boy from Winston glade^ 

For song and minstrelsy renown'd^ 

And knavish pranks> the hamlets round."— 

— " Not Denzil's son !— firom Winston vale !— 

Then it was false^ that specious tale ; 

Or, worse-— he hath dispatch'd the youth 

To show to Mortham's lord its truth. 

Fool that I was 1-— but 'tis too late : — 

This is the very turn of fate !«— - 

The tale, or true or false, relies 

On Denzil's evidence :— -He dies !-— 

— Ho ! Provost Martial I instantly 

Lead Denzil to the gallows tree ! 

Allow him not a parting word ; 

Short be the shrift, and sure the cord ! 

Then let his gory head appal 

Marauders frpm the castle wall. 

VOL. VIII. E 
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Lead forth thy guards that duty done^ 
With best dispatch to Eglistone.*— 
— Basils tell Wilfrid he must straight 
Attend me at the castle-gate."— 

XXIV. 

'^ Alas !" the old domestic said^ 
And shook his venerable head, 
*^ Alas, my Lord ! full ill to-day 
May my young master brook the way ! 
The leech has spoke with grave alarm. 
Of unseen hurt, of secret harm. 
Of sorrow lurking at the heart. 
That mars and lets his healing art."— - 
— '' Tush, tell not me !— Romantic boys 
Pine themselves sick for airy toys. 
I will find cure for Wilfrid soon ; 
Bid him for Eglistone be boune. 
And quick — I hear the dull death-drum 
Tell Denzil's hour of fate is come."-^ 
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He paused with scornful snule> and then 
Resumed his train of thought agen. 
'< Now comes my fortune's crisis near ! i 
Entreaty boots not— instant tkax^ 
Nought else^ can bend Matilda's pride^ 
Or win her to be Wilfrid's bride. 
But when she sees the iscaffold placed^ 
With axe and block and headsman graced^ 
And when she deems^ that to deny 
Do(»ns Redmond and her sire 'to die^ 
She must give way, — Then, were the line 
Of Rokeby once combined with' mine, 
I gain the weather-gage of fate ! 
If Mortham come, he comes too late. 
While I, allied thus and prepare4r 
Bid him defiance to his beard.— 
—If she prove stublK»n, shall I dare 
To drop the axe?— soft I pause we there. 
Mortham still lives— yph youth may tell 
His tale — and Fairfiix loves him well ;— 
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Else, wherefore should I now delay 

To sweep this Redmond from my way ?-^ 

But she to piety per force 

Must peld.— Without there ! Sound to horse."-— 

XXV. 

'Twas bustle in the court below^— 

'' Mounts and march forward !"— forth they go ; 

Steeds neigh and trample all around^ 

Steel rings, spears glimmer, trumpets sound.— 

Just then was sung his parting hymn ; 

And Denzil tum'd his eye-balls dim. 

And scarcely conscious what he sees. 

Follows the horsemen down t&e Tees, 

And scarcely conscious what he hears. 

The trumpets tingle in his ears* 

O'er the long bri<^ they*re sweeping now. 

The YBXi is hid by green-wood bough ; 

But ere the rearward had passed o'er, 

Guy Denzil heard and saw no more 1 
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One stroke^ upon the castle bell. 
To Oswald rung his dying knell. 

XXVI. 
O for that pendl, erst profuse 
Of chivalry's emblazon'd hues, . 
That traced, of old, in Woodstock bower. 
The pageant of the Leaf and Flower, 
And bodied forth the tourney high. 
Held for the hand of Emily I 
Then might I paint tiie tumidt broad. 
That to the crowded abbey flow'd. 
And pour'd^ as with an ocean's sound. 
Into the diu7Ch'j» ample bound ! 
Then might I shew eadi varying mien. 
Exulting, woeful, or serene ; 
Indifference with his idiot stare. 
And Sympathy with anxious air ; 
Paint the dejected Cavalier, 
Doubtful, disarm'd, and sad of cheer ; 
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And his proud foe, whose formal eye 
Claim'd conquest now and mastery ; 
And the brute crowds whose envious zeal 
Huzzas each turn of Fortune's wheel. 
And loudest shouts, when lowest lie 
Exalted worthy and station high. 
Yet what may such a wish avail ? 
'Tis mine to tell an onward tale. 
Hurrying, as best I can, alongi 
The hearers and the hasty song ;— 
Like traveller when approaching home. 
Who sees the shades of evening come. 
And must not now his course delay. 
Or chuse the fair, but winding way ; 
Nay, scarcely may his pace suspend. 
Where o'er his head the wildings bend. 
To bless the breeze that cools his brow. 
Or snatch a blossom from the bough. 
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XXVII. 
The reverend pile lay wild and wafite. 
Profaned^ dishonoured^ and defaced. 
Through storied lattices no more 
In soften'd light the sun-beams pour^ 
Gilding the Gothic sculpture rich 
Of shrine^ and monument^ and niche. 
The Civil fury of the time 
Made sport of sacrilegious crime ; 
For dark Fanaticism rent 
Altar^ and screen^ and ornament^ 
And peasant hands the tombs o'erthreir 
Of Bowes^ of Rokeby^ and Fitz Hugh. 
And now was seen unwonted sights 
In holy walls a scaffi>ld dight ! 
Where once the priest^ of grace divine 
Dealt to his flock the mystic sign^ 
There stood the block display'd^ and there 
The headsman grim his hatchet bare ; 
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And for the word of Hope and Faith^ 
Resounded loud a doom of death. 
Thrice the fierce trumpet's breath was heard, 
And echoed thrice the hei'ald's word^ 
Dooming^ for breach of martial laws^ 
And treason to the Commons' cause^ 
The Knight of Rokeby> and O'Neal 
To stoop their heads to block and steel. 

The trumpets flourish'd hig^ and shrilly 
Then was a silence dead and still ; 

And silent prayers to heaven were cast^ 

And stifling sobs were bursting fast^ 

Till from the crowd begun to rise 

Murmurs of sorrow or surprise^ 

And from the distant aisles there came 

Deep-mutter'd threats^ with WycllfFe's name. 

XXVIII. 
But Oswald, guarded by his band. 
Powerful in evil, waved his hand. 
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And bade Sedition's voice be dead> 
On peril of the munuurer'iB head. 
Then first his glance sought Rokeby's Knight ; 
Who gazed on the tremendous sight. 
As calm as if he came a guest 
To kindred Baron's feudal feast^ 
As calm as if that trumpet-call 
Were summons to tha banner'd hall ; 
Firm in his loyalty he stood^ 
And prompt to seal it with his blood. 
With downcast look drew Oswald nigh^ — 
He durst not cope wititi Rokeby's eye i— 
And said^ with low and &ultering breathy 
" Thou know'st the terms of life and death."-— 
The Knight then tum'd, and sternly smiled ; 
" The maiden is mine only child. 
Yet shall my blessing leave her head. 
If with a traitor's son she wed."—- 
Then Redmond ^oke ; ^' The life of one 
Might thy malignity atone, 

e2 
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On me be flung a double guilt ! 
Spare Rokeby's blood, let mine be spilt !"— 
. Wycliffe had listened to his suit. 
But dread prevailed, and he was miite. 



XXIX. 

And now he pours his choice of fear 

In secret on Matilda's ear ; 

" An union form'd with me and mine. 

Ensures the &ith of Rokeby's line. 

Consent, and all this dread array 

Like mommg dream dudl pass away ; 

Refuse, and, by my duty press'd, 

I give the word— thou know'st the rest. 

Matilda, still and motionless. 

With terror heard the dread address. 

Pale as the sheeted maid who diea 

To hopeless love a sacrifice ; 

Then wrung her hands in agony, , 

And round her cast bewilder'd eye. 



«>■ 
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Now oir the scaffold glanced^ and now 
On Wycliffe's unrelenting brow. 
She veil'd her face^ and, with a voice 
Scarce audiUe^**-'^ I make mj choice ! 
Spare but th^ lives !-^for aught beside^ 
Let Wilfrid's doom my fate decide. 
He once was generous \" — ^As she spoke^ 
Dark Wydifie's joy. in triumph broke :— 
" Wilfrid, where loiter'd ye so late ?— 
Why upon Basil rest thy weight ? 
Art spell-bound by enchanter's wand ?-— 
Kneel, kneel, and take her yielded hand ; 
Thank her with raptures, simple boy ! 
Should tears and trembling speak thy joy ?"— - 
" O hush, my nre ! to pray'r and tear 
Of mine thou hast refosed thine ear ; 
But now the awfiil hour draws on, . 
When truth must speak in loftier tone."—- 
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XXX. 

He took Matilda'is hand ^— ^^ Dear maid i 
Couldst thou so injure me,'' he said, 
" Of thy poor friend so basely deein> 
As blend him with this barbarous scheme ? 
Alas ! my effints^ made in vain, 
Might well have saved this added pain. 
But now, bear witness earth and heaven. 
That ne'er was hope to mcxrtal given. 
So twisted with the strings of life. 
As this— to can Matilda wife ! . 
I bid it now for ever part> 
And with the effort bursts my hearts"-— 
His feeble frame was worn so low. 
With wounds, with watching, and with woe. 
That nature could no more sustain 
The agony of mental pain. 
He kneel'd-^his lip her hand had press'd,— 
Just then he fdt the stem arrest ; 

12 
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Lower and lower sunk his head^— 
They raised himi— but the life was fled ! 
Then first alarm'd^ his sire and train 
Tried every aid^ but tried in vain. 
The soul^ too soft its ills to bear^ 
Had left our, mortal hemisphere^ 
And sought in better world the meed. 
To blameless life by Heaven decreed. 

XXXL 

The wretched sire beheld, aghast. 
With Wilfiid all bi$ projects past 
All tum'd and centered on his son. 
On Wilftid all— and he was gone. 
" And I am childless now/' he said, 
'^ Childless, through that relentless maid ! 
A lifetime's artSi in vain essay'd, 
Are bursting on their artist* s head !— 
Here lies my Wilfrid dead-^and there 
Comes hated Mortham for his heir. 
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Eager to knit in happy band 
With Rokeby's heiress Redmond's hand. 
And shall their triumph soar o'er all 
The schemes deep-laid to work their fall ? 
No !— deeds^ which prudence might not dare» 
Appal not vengeance and despair. 
The murderess weqis upon his bier — 
I'U change to real that feigned tear ! 
They all shall share destruction's shock :^ 
Ho ! lead the captives to the block !"— - 
But ill his provost could divine 
His feelings^ and forbore the sign. 
" Slave ! to the block !— or I^ or they. 
Shall face the judgment-seat this day !"— 

xxxn. 

The outmost crowd have heard a sound. 
Like horse's hoof on harden'd ground; 
Nearer it came, and yet more near,— » 
The very deaths-men paused to hear. 
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'Tis in the church-yard now-^the tread 
Hath waked the dwelling of the dead ! 
Fresh sod^ and old sepulchral stone. 
Return the tramp in varied tone. 
AU eyes upon the gate^way hung. 
When through the Gothic arch there sprung 
A horseman arm'd, at headlong speed — 
Sable his cloak, his plume, his steed. 
Fire from the flinty floor was spum'd. 
The vaults unwonted dang retum'd !-» 
One instant's glance around he threw. 
From saddle-bow his pistol drew. 
Grimly determined was his look ! 
His charger with the spurs he strook^- 
AU scattdr'd backward as he came. 
For all knew Bertram Risingham ! 
Three bounds that noble courser gave ; 
The first has reach'd the central have. 
The second clear'd the dbancel wide. 
The third,«->he was at Wycliffe's side. 
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Full levell'd at the Baron's head. 
Rung the report-^the bullet sped— 
And to his long account, and last. 
Without a groan dark Oswald past ! 
All was so quick, that it might seem 
A flash of lightning, or a dream. 

XXXIIL 
While yet the smoke the deed conceals, 
Bertram his ready charger wheels ; 
But flounder'd on the pavement floor 
The steed, and down the rider bore. 
And bursting in the headlong sway. 
The faithless saddle-girths gave way. 
'Twas while he toil'd him to be freed. 
And with the rein to raise the steed. 
That from amazement's iron trance 
All Wydiffe's soldiers waked at once. 
Sword, halbert, musquet-butt, their blows 
Hail'd upon Bertram as he rose; 
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A score of pikes, with each a wounds 
Bore down and pinn'd him to the ground ; 
But still his struggling force he rears, 
'Gainst hacking brands and stabbing spears ; 
Thrice from assailants shook him free. 
Once gain'd his feet, and twice his knee. 
By tenfold odds oppress'd at length. 
Despite his struggles and bis strength. 
He took an hundred mortal wounds. 
As mute as fox 'mongst mangling hounds ; 
And when he died, his parting groan 
Had more of laughter than of moan ! 
—They gazed, as when a lion dies. 
And hunters scarcely trust their eyes. 
But bend their weapons on the slain. 
Lest the grim king should rouse again !— 
Then blow and insult some renew'd. 
And from the trunk the head had hew'd. 
But Basil's voice the deed forbade ; 
A mantle o'er the corse he laid :<— 
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^' Fell as he was in act and niind. 
He left no bolder heart behind : 
Then give him, for a soldier meet, 
A soldier's doak for winding sheet"— 

XXXIV. 

No more of death and dying pang. 

No more of trump and bugle dang. 

Though through the sounding woods there come 

Banner and bugle, trump and drum. 

Arm'd with such powers as well had freed 

Young Redmond at his utmost need. 

And back'd with such a band of horse 

As might less ample powers enforce ; 

Possess'd of every proof and sign 

That gave an heir to Mortham's line. 

And yielded to a father's arms 

An image of his Edith's charms,-— 

Mortham is come, to hear and see 

Of this strange mom the history. 
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What saw he ?— not the church'^ floor. 
Cumbered with dead and stain'd with gore ; 
What heard he ?— not the clamorous crowd. 
That shout their gratuhitions loud ; 
Redmond he saw and heard alone, 
Clasp'd him, and sobb'd, ^' My son, my son !"•— 

XXXV, 

This chanced upon a summer mom. 

When yellow waved the heavy com ; 

But when brown August o'er the land 

Call'd forth the reaper's busy band, 

A gladsome sight the sylvan road 

From Eglistone to Mortham show'd. 

A while the hardy rustic leaves 

The task to bind and pile the sheaves. 

And maids their sickles fling aside. 

To gaze on bridegroom and on bride. 

And Childhood's wondering group draws near. 

And from the gleaner's hand the car 
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Drops^ while she folds them for a prayer 
And blessing on the lovely pair. 
'Twas then the Maid of Rokeby gave 
Her plighted troth to Redmond brave ; 
And Teesdale can remember yet 
How Fate to Virtue paid her debt^ 
And^ for their troubles^ bade them prove 
A lengthen'd life of peace and love. 



Time and tide had thus their sway^ 
Yielding^ like an April day^ 
Smiling noon for sullen morrow^ 
Years of joy for hours of sorrow ! 



END OF CANTO SIXTH. 



NOTES. 



NOTES TO CANTO FIFTH. 



Note I. ^ 

Rokehy i— — P. 4. 
The Ancient castle of Rokeby stood exactly upon the site of 
the present mansion, by which a part of its walls is indosed. 
It is surrounded by a profusion of fine wood, and the park in 
which it stands is adorned by the junction of the Greta and of 
the Tees. The title of Baron Rokeby of Armagh was, in 1777, 
conferred on the Right Rererend Richard Robinson, Primate 
of Irdand, descended of the Robinsons, formerly of Rokeby, in 
Yorkshire. 

Note II. 
Bokebjf'*s lordt tfmarikUfame, 
I can count them name by ftame.«-P. 15. 
The f(^wiog brief pedigree of this very ancient and once 
powerful family, was kindly supplied to the author by Mr 
Rokeby of Northamptonshire, descended of the ancient Barons 
of Rokeby:— 
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Pedigree of the House ofRokeby, 

1. Sir Alex. Rokeby, Knt married to Sir Hump. LiftleV 

daughter. 

2. Ralph Rokeby, Esq. to Tho. Lumley*s daughter. 

3. Sir Tho. Rokeby, Knt. to Tho. Hubboni*s daughter. 

4). Sir Ralph Rokeby, Knt. to Sir Ralph Biggott's daughter. 

5. Sir Tho. Rokeby, Knt to Sir John de Melsass* daughter 

of Bennet-Hall in Holdemess. 

6. Ralph Rokeby, Esq. to Sir Biyan Stapleton*8 daughter of 

WeighilL 

7. Sir Thomas Rokeby, Knt to Sir Ralph Ury*8 danghter.f 
d. Ralph Rokeby, Esq. to daughter of Mansfield, heir of 

Morton.^ 
9. Sir Thob Rokeby, Knt to Stroode*8 daughter and heir. 

10. Sir Ralph Rokeby, Knt to Sir Jas. Strangwayes* daughter. 

11. Sir Thomas Rokeby, Knt to Sir John Hotham's daughter. 

12. Ralph Rokeby, Esq. to Danby ofYafibrth daughter and 

heir.§ 
IS. Tho. Rokeby, Esq. to Rob. ConstaUe^s daughter of Cliff, 

seijt at law. 
14. Christopher Rokeby, Esq. to I^asscells of Brackenbtirgfa's 

daughter. II 



t Temp* Edw. Sdi. 

% Teoip.:Edw. 3tii. 

S Temp. Henr. TtoL and ftom him is the house of Skyen of a fonxth 
brother. 

I From him is the house of Hotham, and of tlie second brother that 
had issuer 
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15. Thos. Rokeby, Esq. to the daughter of Thweng. 

16. Sir Thomas Rokeby, Knt. to Sir Ralph Lawson's daughter 

of Brough. 

17. Frans. Rokeby, Esq. to Faucett*s daughter, citizen of 

London. 
IS. Thos. Rokeby, Esq. to the daughter of Widiffe of Gales. 



High Sheriffs of Yorkshire, 

1337. 11 Edw. 3. Ralph Hastings and Thos. de Rokeby. 

134S. 17 Edw. 3. Thos. de Rokeby, pro sept, annis. 

1358. 25 Edw. 3. Sir Thomas Rokeby, Justidaryof Irdand for 

six years ; died at the castle of Kilka. 
1407. 8 Hen. 4L Thos. Rokeby Miles, defeated and dew the 

Duke of Northumbedand at the battle of 
Bramham Moor. 
1411. le Hen. 4. Thomas Rokeby, Miles. 

1686. Thos. Rokeby, Esq. 

1539. • k Robert Holgate, Bish. of Landaff, afters 

wards P. of York, Ld President of the 
Council for the PreservatioB of Peace in 
the North. 
1564. 6 EUa Tho, Yoonge, Archbishop of Yorke^ Ld Presi- 
dent 
30 Hen. 8. Tho. Rokeby, L»L.D» one of the CoundL 
Jn. Rokeby, L.L.D. one of the CoundL 
1572. 15 EHz. Hen. Hastings,. Earl of Huntingdon, Ld Presi- 
dent. 
Jo. Rokeby, Esq. one of the CoundL 
Jo. Rokeby, L.L.D. ditto. 
Ralph Rokeby, Esq. one of the Secretaries. 
VOL. viii. r 
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1574. 17 EHx. JOi Rakcby, Pveeentor of Yoilc 

7 WilLS.Sir J. Rokeby, Knt^ooeof the Jwtieefiof tbt 
King's Bench. 

The family of De Rokeby came over with the Conquenr. 
The old motto bdon^ng to the fiunily is /» JSMo Uextra, 
The anns, aigent, chemm sable, between thiee rooks proper. 

There is somewhat more to be fomid in oiu famify in the 
Scottish History about the affidrs of Dun-Bretton town, but 
what it iSy and in what time* I know not, nor can have oon« 
venient leisure to search. But Parson Blackwood, the Soottisfa 
chaplain to the Lord of Shrewsbury, redted to me once apieee 
of a Scottish song, wherein was mentioned that William WaOis, 
the great deliverer of the Sootts from the Englidi bondage, 
should, at Doa-Bvetton, have been brought up under a Rokeby, 
captain then of that place ; and as he waUud 09 a diff, shoidd 
thrust him on a sudden into the sea, and thereby have gotten 
that hold, which, I think, was about the 33d of Edw. I. or be- 
fore. Thus, leaving our ancestms of record, we must also with 
them leavethe Chronide of Malmesbury Abbey, called Enlogium 
Hisloriaittm, out of whidi Mx Ldand reporteth this history, 
and coppy down unwritten stoiy, the which have yet the tes- 
timony of later times, and the ftedi memoty of men yet alive, 
for their warrant and creditt, of whom I have learned it, that 
in K. Henry the 7th's reign, one Ralph Rokeby, Esq. was 
owner of Morton, and I guess that this was he that deceived the 
fryars of Richmond with his fdon swine, on whidi a jargon was 
made. 

The above is a quotation from a manuscript written by 
Ralph Rdkd>y ; when he lived is unoertain. 
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To what metrical Sootttih tnididon Panon Blackwood al- 
luded, it would be now in vain to enquire. But in Blind Har- 
ry's History of Sir William Wallace, we find a legend of one 
Rukbie, whom he makes keeper of Stirling Castle under the 
English UBurpadon, and whom Wallace slays with his own 
hand : 

9 

In the great press Wallace and Rukbie met, 
With his good sword a stroke upon him set ; 
Deifly to death the old Rukbie he drave, 
But his two sons scaped among the lave. 

These aoni, according to the tomantie minstrd, tunendered 
the castle on condilions, and went bade to England, but re- 
tuned to Scotland in the days of Bruce, when one of them 
became again keeper of Stirling Castle. Immediatdy after this 
achievement idOown another engagement, between Wallace aAd 
those Westem Highlanden who embraced the Englidi interest, 
at a pass in Glendonchait, where many were precipitated into 
the lake over a predpioe. These drcumstanoes may have been 
confiised in the naaative of Panon Blackwood, or in the re- 
coHection of Mr Rokeby. 

In the old ballad of Chevy Chace, then it mentioned, among 
the English wanion, ** Snr Raff the ryehe Rugbe,"* idudi may 
apply to Sir Ralph Rokeby, the tenth banm in the pedigree. 
The mofe modem copy of the ballad runs thus tmm 

Good Sk Ralph Raby there was shun, 
Whose prowess did surmount. 
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This would rather seem to relate to one of the Nevilles of 
Raby. But as the whole ballad is romaatiCf aocuracy is not to 
be looked for. 

Note III. 
the Felon Sow.—~V. 16. 



The ancient minstrels had a comic as well as a serious strain 
of romance, and although the examples of the latter are by fiir 
the most numerous, they are, perhaps, the less valuable. The 
romic romance was a sort of parody upon the usual subjec:s of 
minstrel poetry. If the latter described deeds of heroic achieve- 
ment, and the events of the battle, the tourney, and the duwe, 
the former, as in the tournament of Tottenham, introduced a 
set of clowns debating in the field, with aU the assumed dr- 
eumstances of chivalry ; or, as in the Hunting of the Hare (see 
Weber*s Metrical Bomancest vol. IIL) persons of the same de- 
scription following the chace, with all the grievous mistakes 
and blunders incident to such uiqiractised sportsmen. The 
idea, therefore, of Don Quixote*s frenzy, although inimitably 
embodied and brought out, was not perhaps in the abstract al- 
together original. One of the very best of these mock roman- 
ces, and which has no small portion of comic humour, is the 
Hunting of the Felon Sow of Rokeby by the Friars of Rich- 
mond. Ralph. Rokeby, who (for the jest*s sake apparently) 
bestowed diis intractable animal on the convent of Richmond*. 
seems to have flourished in the time of Henry VII. whicfat 
since we know not the date of Friar Theobald*s Wardenship, 
to which the poem refers us, may indicate that of the composi- 
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tion itself. Morton, the Mortham of the text, is mentioned 
fs being this facetious baron^s place of residence ; accordingly 
Leland' notices that ** Mr RokeKy hath a place called Mort- 
ham, a little beneth Gretney-bridge, almost on the mouth of 
Gretney.** • That no information may be lacking which is in 
my power to supply, I have to notice, that the Mistress 
Rokeby of the romance, who so charitably refreshed the sow 
after she had discomfited Friar Middleton and his auxiliaries, 
was, as appears from the pedigree of the Rokeby family, daugh- 
ter and heir of Danby of Yafibrth. 

This curious poem was first published in Mr Whitaker*s 
History of Crayen, but from an inaccurate manuscript, not cor- 
rected Tery happily. It was transferred by Mr Evans to th^ 
new edition of his ballads, with some well-judged conjectural 
improvements. I have been induced to give a more authentic 
and* full, though still an imperfect, edition of this humorous 
oompositipn, from being furnished with a copy from a manu- 
script iA the possession of Mr Rokeby, to wh6m I have ac- 
knowledged my obligations in the last note. It has three or 
fimr stanzas more than that of Mr Whitaker, and the language 
seems, where they difier, to have the more ancient and genuine 
leadings. 
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The Fdon Sow ofRokeby and the Friars qfJRichmtmd. 

' Ys men that will of aunten* winne» 
That late within this land hath beene. 

Of one I will you tell ; 
And of a sewf that was sea]: strange 
Alas ! that ever she lived sea lang. 
For feU§ folk did she wheU.|| 

She was mare^ than other three. 
The grisdiest beast that ere might bee^ 

Her head was great and gray ; 
She was bred in Rokeby wood* 
There was few that thither goed»** 

That came on livef -|* away. 

Her walk was endlong^j: Greta side ; 
There was nobren|||| that durst her bi^, 

That was froe§§ heaven to heU ; 
Nor ever man that had that might. 
That ever durst oome in her sight, 

Her force it was so felL 



* Both the MS. and Mr Whitaker't copy read anoeston, evidently s ooT' 
nqition otauKterB, adventures, a> oonected by Mr Evans, 
t Sow, aooording to provincial pranoundatioii. 
X So; Yorkshire dialect { Fde, many. Sax. 

I A oorruptlcn of $««B, to kiU. ^ Vioxe, greater. 
«*W«nt. tt Alive. ^ Akmg the side of Gieta. 

II Bam, diild, man inJgenenL {{ From. 
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Ba^h of Rdwby with good wiU, 
The fryers of Richmond gave her tUly* 

Full well to garre-|- them hae ; 
Fryar Middleton by his name. 
He was sent to fetdi her hame, 

That raed him 8Uie$ full sare. 

With bun took be wight men twQ» 
Pater 4ale was one of tjioe» 

That ever was brim as beare ;§ 
And well durst strike with sword and knife^ 
And fight AiU manly lor lus life» 

What tifloe as mister w«ce.i| 

These <iusee men went at God's will. 
This wicked sew while they come tiU« 

Liggan^ under a tree ; 
Rugg and rusty was her haire ; 
$he r^i^e her up with a felon fare,-t"f- 

To %ht pgainst the three. 

She was so grisley for to mieete. 
She lave the earth up with her feete, 
And barke came fro the tree ; 



• To. \ Make. % Since. 

% Fierce as a bear. Mr Whitake]r'8oopyread8^perl;4fiK}OS(yBNqufnce 
of xnistaking the MS.— T'other was Bryan of Bear. ^ 

1 Need were. Mr YiThitalLer reads mtM^er«. 
t Lying. ft A fierce countenance or manner.. 
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When Frjar MidcQeton her saujgh,* 
Weet ye well he might not laugh. 
Full earnestly look't hee. 

These men of aunters that was so wight,*|* 
They bound them bauldly j: for to fight. 

And strike at her full sare ; 
Untill a kiln tliey garred her flee. 
Would god send them the victory, 

They wold ask him noa mar& 

The sev was in the kiln hole down. 
As they were on the balke aboon,§ 

For II hurting of their feet ; 
They were so saulted^ with this sew. 
That among them was a stalworth stew, 

The kilne began to leeke. 

Durst noe man neigh her with his hand. 
But put a rape-** down witli his wand. 

And haltered her fuU meete ; 
They hurled her ibrth against her will. 
Whiles they came^ unto <a hill 

A little tro the streete. -j-f- 



• Saw. 

t Wight, brave. The Rokeby MS. reads incounters, and Mr Whitaker, 
mmuttort, % Boldly. 

{ On the beam above. | To prevent ^ Anaiiltcd. 

*• Rope. It Wafling-street; see the lequeL 
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And diere she made them such a fray. 
If they should live to Doomes-day, 

They tharrow* it ne'er forgett ; 
She braded*f* upon every side. 
And ran on them gaping full vide, 

For nothing would she lett.^ 

She gave such brades§ at the band. 
That Pater Dale had in his hand, 

He might not hold his feet. 
She chafed them to and fro. 
The wight men was never soe woe. 

Their measure was not so meete. 

She bound her boldly to abide ; 
To Pater Dale she came aside 

With many a hideous yell ; 
She gaped so wide and cried soe hee. 
The fryar said, ^^ I conjure thee,|| 

Thou art a fiend of helL 

" Thou art come hither for some traine,^ 
I conjure thee to go againe 

Where thoa wast wont to dwell.** 



* Dn& t BuBhed. % Leave it { PuDs. 

I Thbi line is wanting in Mr Wliitakei's copy, wlience it has been oon- 
lectured tliat Mnnething is wanting after this stanxa, mhkh now there is 
■oocendgn to suppoie. 

1 Evildeviee. 

F 2 
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He nyned* him wkh dime and creedS} 
Took forth a book» began to reade» 
In St John his govpeU. 

> 

The sew she would not Latm heare, 
Qut ruddy rushed at the frear. 

That blinked all his blee ;t 
And she would have taken her holdy 
The fryar leaped as Jesus wold* 

And healed): him with a tree. 

She was as hrimg as any heare. 
For aU their meete to labour ihere>|| 

To them it was no boote : 
Upon trees and bushes that by her atood. 
She ranged as she was wood,^ 

And rave them up by roote* 



« Blessed, Fr. j Loat his colour. 

% Sheltered hinuclf. { Fierce. 

I The MS. zeads to labdur weere. The text leems to mesn thit all 
their labour to obtain their intended meat was of no uae to than* lb 
Whitaker reads, 

» 

She Vas as brim as any boar. 
And gave a grisly hideous roar. 
To them it was no boot. 

Besides the want of connection between the last line and the two Honner, 
the second has a very modem sound, and the reading of the Rokdby MS. 
with the slight alteration 19 U^e text, i* much better. 

fMad. 
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He nyd, << Aks, th^t I was frour I 
And I sbaU be rugged* in sunder hcBSt 

Hard is my destinie ! 
Wist^ my brethren in this houre. 
That I was sett in such a stoure»$ 

They would pny fix me." 

This wicked beast that wron^ this woe, 
Tooke that rape from the other two, 

And then they fledd aU three ; 
They fledd away by Watling-streete, 
They had no succour but their feet» 

It Was the more pitty. 

The feild it was both lost and wonne ;§ 
The sew went hame, and that full soon^ 

To Morton on the Greene ; 
When Ralph of Rokeby saw the npe,\\ 
He wist^ that there had been debate, 

Whereat the sei^ had beene. 

He bad them stand out of her way. 
For she had had a sudden fray^-* 
*' I saw never so keene ; 



* Ton, pnBed, f Knew. f Combat, periloui fij^t 

f This stansa, with the two foUowing, and tha Snga^nt qt a foiirtb, 
are not in Mr Whitaker's aditioD. 
I The rope about the sow'b neck. f Knew. 
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Somd new things shall we heare 
Of her and Middleton the frear. 
Some battell hath there beene.*' 

But all that served him for nought. 
Had they not better succour sought. 

They were served therefore loe. 
.Then Mistress Rokeby came anon, 
And for her brought shee meate full scone, 

The sew came her umo. 

She gave her meAte upon the flower. 

• * t 

[Hiaitu vaMe deflendtu.] 

When Fryer Middleton came home. 
His brethren was full fain ilkone,j: 

And thanked God of his life ; 
He told them all unto the end, 
How he had foughteo with a fiend. 

And lived through mickle strife. 



<( 



We gave him battell half a da;- 
And sithen§ was fain to fly away. 
For saving of our life.|| 



t This line is almost illegible^ 

% Eadi one. { Since then, after that 

a Tbe above lines are wanting in Mr Whitaker*t oopy. 



^OT£S TO ROKEBY* 188 

And Pater Date would uever blinn,» 
But B» fast as he could ryn,*]* 
Till be came to his wife.** 

The warden said, " I am full woe, 
That ever you should be torment so. 

But wee with you had beene ! 
Had wee been tbere your brethren all. 
Wee should have garred the warle:{: fall. 

That wrought you all this teyne.§ 

Fryer MiddUton said soon, *^ Nay, 
In faith you would have fled away, 

When most mister || had been ; 
You will all spcake words ^t hame, 
A man will ding^f you every ilk ane> 

And if it be as I weine.'* 

He lopVt so griesly aJl that night. 
The warden said, *' Yon man will fight 

If you say ought but good : 
Yon guest** hath grieved him so sare. 
Hold your tongues and speak noe mare, 

Hee looks as hee were wood.*! 



• Cease, stop, f Run. % Warlock, or wizard. { Hann. 
I Need. % Beat. The copy in Mr Whitaker*! History of 

Cmven reads, perhaps better,— 

The fiend would ding you down ilk one. 
** *' Yon guest" may be yon gest, i. e. that adventure ; or it may mean 
jVkghaiMt, or apparition, .whidi in old poenu is apptied Mmietimesto 
what is supematuxally hideous. The . printed copy reads,— The beast 
hitth,te. 



134 ^OTES TO BOKEBT, 

The warden waged* on the mmney 
Two boldest men that e?er were bonie» 

I weine, or ever thaU be ; 
The one was Gibbert Griffin's son. 
Full puekle worship hae he wonne. 

Both by land and sea. 

The other was a bastard son of Spain, 
Many a Sarazin hath he slain. 

His dint-|- hath gart them die. 
These two men the battle undertooke 
Against the sew» as says the bodke. 

And sealed security. 

That they should boldly l»de and fig^, 
An,d skomfit her in maine and might. 

Or therefore should they die. 
The warden sealed to them againe. 
And said, '' In field if ye be shun. 

This condition make I : 

« We shall for you pray, sing, and read 
To doomesday with hearty speede. 

With all our progeny." 
Then the letters well was made. 
Bands bound with seales brad^,^: 

As deedes of armes should be. 



* Hired, a Yarkdiire phxaie. f Blow. i BmaA, Isifc. 
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I 

These men of umes ween loe wight* 
With wniQur and with bpnndes bright. 

They went this ww to tee ; 
She made on them alike a reid,* 
That £at her they woe saie aferM, ' 

And ahnost bound to flee. 

She oame Toveing them againe ; 
That saw the baataid son of Spame, 

He biaded-f 0;i2t hig biand ; 
Full spiteoudy at her he strake. 
For all the £enoe that he eould make. 

She gat sword out of hand ; 
And rave in sunder half his shielde, 
And bare him badcward in the feilde. 

He might not her gainstand. 

She would have riven his privich geare^ 
But Gilbert with his sword of werre» 

He strake at her fidl strong, 
On her shoulder till she held the swerd ; 
Then was good Gilbert sore afer*d» 

When the blade brake in throng.^ 

Since in his hands he hath her tane. 
She tooke him by the shoulder bane»§. 
And held her hold full fai^t. 



* Such like a roar. tDiewouL ^ In the oomtaat. fBona 
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She strive so stiffly in that stower,* 
Tl^at thorough all his rich armour 
The blood came at the last. 

ff 

• 

Then^ Gijbert greived was sea sare, 
That he rave off both hide and haire« 

The flesh came fro the bone ; 
And all with force he felled her there, 
And^ wan her worthily in werre, 
' And bapd her hame alone. 

And lift her on a horse sea hee. 
Into two panyers well-made of a tree, 

And to Richmond they did hay :*f* 
TV hen they saw her come. 
They sang merrily Te Deum, 

The fryers on that day.:^ 

They thanked God and St Frands, 
As they had won the beast of pTis,§ 
. And never a man was slaine : 
There did never a man more manly^ 
Knight Marcus, nor yett Sir Qui, 
Nor Lothof Louthyane.(l 



* Meeting^ battle. f Hie* hasten 

% The MS. reads mistakenly every day. } Prince. 

I The father of Sir Gawain, in Ute romance of Arthur and IferUa. 
The MS. is thus oorrupted,— 

More loth of Louth Ryme. 
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If ye will any more of this. 
In the fryars of Richmond 'tis 

In parchment good and fine ; 
And how Fryar Middleton that was so kend,* 
At Greta-bridge conjured a fiend 

In likeness of a swine. 

It is well known to many a man. 
That Fryar Theobald was warden than, 

And this fell in his time ; 
And Christ them bless both farre and neare. 
All that for solace list this to heare. 

And him that made the rhime. 

Ralph Rokeby with full good wiljl. 
The fryars of Richmond he gave ^er tfl!. 

This seyr to mend their fare : 
Fryar Middleton by his name, 
Would needs bring the fat sew hame. 

That rued him since full sare. 

Note IV. 

The Filea of O'Ncale was he, — P. 17. 

The Filea, or Oil imh Ue Dan, was the proper bard, or, as 

the name literally implies, poet. Each chieftain of distinction 

had one or more in his tiervicc, whose office was usually here* 



• Well known, or perhaps kind« well dispoBed. 
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ditary. The late ingenioiu Mr Cooper WaUcer has awemUed 
a curious collection of partteulan eoncemiog this order of men 
in his Historieal Memoirs of the Irish Bards. Theie were 
itinerant bards of less elevated rank, but all were held in. the 
highest veneration. The English, who considered thenx as diief 
fupporters of the spirit of national independence, were much 
disposed to proscribe this race of poets, as Edward I. is said to 
have done in Wales. Spenser, while he admits the merit of 
their wild poetry, as ** savouiii^ of sweet wit and good inven- 
tion, and qprinkled with some prelty flowers of their natnial 
device," yet rigcnoualy condemns Ihe whole application of thdr 
poetry, as abased to ** the gracing of wickedness and vice." 
The household minstrel was admitted even to the feast of the 
prince whom he served, and sat at the same table. It was one 
of the customs of which Sir Richard Sewry, to whose diaige 
Richard II. committed the instruction of four Irish monazcfas 
in the civilization of the period, found it most difliCTilt to break 
his royal disciples, though he had also much ado to subject 
them to other English rules, and particularly to reconcile them 
to wear breeches. ^* The kyng, my sooerevigne lord's entent 
was, that in maner, oountenaunce, and apparell of dothyng, 
they sholde use according to the maner of £nglande» for the 
kynge thought to make them all four knyghtes : they had a 
fa3rre house to lodge in, in Duvdyn, and I was charged to abyde 
styll with them, and not to departe ; and so two or three dayes 
I su£&ced them to do as they lyst, and sayde nothyng to diem, 
but folowed theur pwne appetytes ; they wolde sytte at the 
table, and make countenance nother good nor fayre. Than I 
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tfaoHl^t I shulde caiue them to ehaunge that maner ; they wolde 
cayse tfaeir mynstrells, their scpruauntes, and varlettes to syite 
with them, and to eate in their owne djsscbe, and to drinke of 
their cappes ; and &ey shewed me that the usage of their countre 
was goody for they sayd in all thyngs (except their beddes) they 
were and lyred as oomen. $o ihe fourthe day I ordayned other 
tables to be oouered in the haU, after th6 usage of Englande, 
and I nuule these four knyghtes to 63rtte at the hyghe table, 
and their mynstrels at another horde, and their seruauntes and 
vadettes at another byneth them, whereof by semynge they 
were displeased, and beheld each other, and wdde not eate, 
and iayde, how I woMe take fro them their good usage, wherin 
they had been noiished. Than I answered them, smylyng, to 
apeaoe them, that it was not honourable for their estates to do 
as they dyde before, and that they must leave it, and use the 
enstom of Englande, and that it was the kynge*s pleasure they 
shulde so do, and how he was charged so to order them* Whan 
they harde that, they suffired it, byca^se they had putte them* 
selfe under the obeysance of the kynge of Englande, and par- 
ceuered in the same as long as I was with them ; yet they had 
one use which! knew was well used in their countre, and that 
was, they dyde were no bredhes ; I caused brechea of lynen 
dothe to be made for them. Whyle I was with them I caused 
them lo leaue many rude thynges, as well in dolhjmg as in 
othor causes. Moche ado I had at the fyrst to cause them to 
weare gownes of sylke, furred with myneuere and gray ; for 
before these kynges thought themselfe well i^pMrdled whan, 
they had on a man tell. They rode always without saddles and 
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styropes, and with great payne I made them to ride after our 
usage.'*— -LoBD Bebmters* FroUsart^ Lond, 1812, ^Uk IL 
621. 

The influence of these hards upon their patrons, and thdr 
admitted title to interfere in matters of the weightiest oonoem, 
may be also proved from the behaviour of one of them at an in- 
terview between Thomas Fitzgerald, son of the Earl of Kildate, ^ 
then about to renounce the English allegiance, and the Lord 
Chancellor Cromer, who made a long and goodly oradoD to 
dissuade him from his purpose. The young lord had come to 
the council ** armed and weaponed,*' and attended by seven 
score horsemen in their shirts of mail 9 and we are assured 
that the chancellor, having set forth his oration ^' with sndi a 
lamentable action as his cheekes were all beblubbered with 
teares, the horseman, namelie, such as understood not EngliA, 
began to diuine-what the lord-ohancdor meant with all this 
long circumstar.ee ; some of them reporting that he was preach- 
ing a sernpon, others said that he stood making of some heroic- 
all poetry in the praise of the Lord Thomas. And thus as 
every ideot shot his foolish bolt at the wise chancellor his dis- 
course, who in effect did nought else but -drop pretious stones 
before hogs, one Bard de Nelan,' an Irish rithmpur, and a 
rotten sheepe to hifect a whole flocke, was chatting of Irish 
verses, as though his toong had run on pattens, in commto- 
dation of the Lord Thomas, investing him with the title of 
Silken Thomas, bicause his horsemens jacks were goigecnisly 
imbrodered with silke : and in the end he told him that he lin- 
gered there ouer long. Whereat the Lord Thomas being quick- 
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ened,*** as HoQuuhed expresses it, bid defiance to the chan- 
cellor, threw down contemptaously the sword of office, which, 
in his father's absence, he held as deputy, and rushed forth to 
engage in open insurrection. 

NoteV. 
Ah^ Clandehoy! {hy friendly Jloor 
SUeoe-Donard^t oak thall lighi no flior«.— P. 18. 
Clandehoy is a district of Ulster, formerly possessed by tha 
sept of the O'Neales, and Sliere-Donard a ronoantic mountain 
in the same province. The dan was ruined after Tyrone's 
great rebellion, and their places of abode laid desolate. The 
ancient Irish, wild and uncultivated in other respects, did not 
yield even to their descendants in practising the most free and 
extended hospitality, and doubtless the bards mourned the 
decay of the mansions of their chiefs in strains similar to the 
veises of the British Llywarch Hen on a similar occasion, 
which are affecting, even through the discouraging medium of 
a literal transUtion.^^. 



Silent-breathing gale, long wilt thou be heard ! 
There is scardely another deserving praise. 
Since Urien is no more^ 



• HoIliosbe4, Land. 1808, 4to. voK YL p. 191. 
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Many a ^ that scented well the prey, and aerial hawk. 
Have been trained on this floor 
Before ErUeon became polluted • • . 

This hearth, ah, will it not be covered with nettles ! 

Whilst its defender lived. 

More congenial to it was the foot of the needy petitioner. 

This hearth, will it not be covered with green sod ! 

In the lifetime of Owain and Elphin, 

Its ample cauldron Ixnled the prey taken from the ioe. 

This hearth, will it not be covered with toad-stools ! 
Around the viand it prepared, more cheering was 
The clattering sword of the fierce dauntless warrior. 

This hearth, will it not be overgrown with spreading brambles ! 
Tin now logs of burning wood lay on it, 
Accustomed to prepare the gifts of Reged I 

This hearth, will it not be covered with thorns f 

More congenial on it would have been the mixed gioupe 

Of Owain*8 social friends united in harmony* 

This hearth, will it not be covered over wilfa &e ants I 
More adapted to it would have been the bright torches 
And harmless festivities ! 

This hearth, will it not be covered with dock-leaves ! 

More congenial on its floor would have been 

The mead, and the talking of wine-cheer*d warriors. 
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This hearth, will it not be tiumed up by tbe swine ! 

More congenial to it would have been the clamour of men, 

And the circling hoQis of the banquet 

Heroic Elegies ofUywarc Hen^ hy Owen^ 
LoruL 1792» Qva,p, 41. 

The hall of Cynddylan is gloomy this night, 

Without fire, without bed—- 

I must weep awhile, and &en be silent I 

The hall of Cynddylan is gloomy this night, 

Without fire, without candle— 

Except God doth, who will endue me with patience I 

The hall of Cynddylan is gloomy this night, 
Without fire, without being lighted^— 
Be thott encirded with spreading silence ! 

The hall of CyfUddylan, gloomy seems Its xpof, 
Since the sweet smile of humanity is no more^ 
Woe to him that saw it, if he neglects to do good 1 

The hall of CynddylaQ, nt thou not bereft of thy appeannee. 

Thy shield is in the grave ; 

Whilst he lived there was no broken roof I 

The hall of Cynddylan is without love this nigbt. 

Since he that owned it is no morfr-i- 

Ah, death! It will be but •shost time he will leave me! 
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The hall o^ Cynddyli^ is not easy this night. 

On the top of the rock of Hydwyth, 

Without its lord, without company, withoat the dreliag feaiti ! 

The ball of Cynddyhm is glooinj^ this night, 
Without fire, without song^— 
Tears afflict the cheeks t 

The hall of Cynddylan is gloomy this nighty 
Without fire, without family— 
My overflowing tears gush out i 

The hall of Cynddylan pierces me to see it, 
Without a covering, without fire — 
My general dead, and I alive myself ! 

The hall of Cynddylan is the seat of chill grief this night; 

After the respect I experienced ; 

Without the men, without the women, who lende there ! 

The hall of Cynddylan is silent this night, 

After losing its master-— 

The gieat merciful God, what shall I do 1 

Note VI. 
^M(urwood^(^iace and ToUer-hUL'^V, 2h 
Marwood-chace is the old park extending along the Durham 
tide of the Tees, attached to Bamard-castle. TolkiwhiU is an 

8 
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eminence on the Yerkahiie tide of ihe rivery commanding a 
superb view of the nuns. 

Note VII. 
— «— — JIawthornden,'-'P* 25. 



Drommond of Hawthoroden was in the zenith of his repnta- 
lion as a poet during the civil wan. He died in 1649. 

Note VIII. 
MacCurMt harp.~~P. 26. 
<' MacCurtin, hereditavy Olkmh of North Munster, and 
Filea to Donough, Earl of Thomond, and President of Muns« 
ter. This nobleman was amongst those who were prevailed 
upon to join Elizabeth's forces. Soon as it was known that he 
bad basely abandoned the interests of his country, MacCurtin 
presented an adulatory poem to MacCarthy, diief of South 
Munster» and of the Eugenian line, who, with O'Neil, 0*Don- 
nd, Lacy, and others, were deeply engaged in protecting their 
vkdated country. In this poem he dwells with rapture on the 
courage and patriotism of MacCarthy ; but the verse that should 
(according to an established law of the order of the bards) 
be introduced in the praise of 0*Brien, he turn's into severe 
satires— ' How am I afflicted (says he) that the descendant 
of the great Brien Boiromh cannot furnish me with a theme 
worthy the honour and glory of his exalted race !* Lord 
Thomoud, hearing this, vowed vengeance on the spirited bard, 
who fled for refiige to the county of Cork. One day, observing 
the exasperated nobleman and his equipage at a small distance* 

VOL. VIII. G 
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he thought it was in vain to flj» «inI pntmieA to be «iidady 
seized with the pangs of death ; dirediiig his wife io hOMBt 
over him, and tell his lordship that the sight of him, by 
awakening the sense of his ingratkade, had so much aflfected 
him that he could not support it ; and-desiped-her^t the same 
time to teU hislordsliip that he entreafed, as a dying Ksqnest, 
his forgiveness. Soon as Lofd Utomoiid arrived, the ftigMd 
tale was rdated to him. The nobleman was moved to com- 
passion, and not only declared that he most heartily foigave 
him, but, opening his purse, prescDted the fiur mourner with 
some pieces to inter him. This instance of his lordship's pity 
and generosity gave courage to the trembling bard, who, sud- 
denly springing up, redted an extemporaneous ode in praise 
of Donough, and re-entering into his service, became once 
more his fitvourite.*' — Walkxb's Mtmokrt of the Irith Bardt, 
Lottd, 1786, 400, p. 141. 

Note IX. 
The aneierU EngUsh mkutreTt dreis^^'P, 27. 
Among the entertainments presented to Elizabeth at Kend* 
worth Castle, was the introduction of a person designed to re» 
present a travelling minstrel, who entertained her with a so- 
lemn story out of the Acts of King Arthur. Of this jienon's 
dress and appearance Mr Laneham has given us a very accu- 
rate account, transferred by Bishop Percy to the preliminary 
dissertation on minstrels, pivfixed to his RcHques of Ancient 
Poetry, voL !• 
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NoteX. 
LitUecote'haU.^F. 44. 

The tradition from which the ballad u founded was si|p|^M 
by A friendy whose account I. will not do the injustice t9 AJiwdge^ 
as it contains an admirabUkfictuTe of an old EngUsb-baU :— 

*' Littk-cote bouse ftands in a low und lenely situalioib On 
thiee sides it is sunxHinded by. a pajrk.tha^ spreads over-lbe ad* 
joining hill ; on the fi»ustfa,tby weadowswhieh am watared.by 
the met Kennet Close on one.side«f the. house is a tlndc 
giOTe of loiky tttost akng the ^nerge of which, runs one of the 
pondpal ttrenuea to.it thi^ugh ithe park. It. is an imgolar 
famiding of great antiquity^ and was. piobaUy erected abqut die 
time of the teninnatioB of iftudal waifate, when defence caow 
no loogei to be aniobjeot ia a onintry mansion. Many dieuBi- 
stanceSy however».in the interior of the housey.ssem apfiMpiiate 
to &udal times. The hall ia very spacious, floored with stooce, 
and lii^btfid by- large transom windows, that, ace clothed with 
easements. Its walls are hung with old military acooutiements, 
that have long been left a psey to ^t. At- one end of the 
hail is a range of coats of .mail and> hdimets, and there is on 
.every side abundance, of old4ashioned pistols and guns, many 
of them 5rith matchlocks. Immediately below the cornice 
hangs a sow of leathern jerkins, made in the form of a shot, 
supposed to have been worn as armour by the vassals. A large 
oak table, reaching nearly from one end of the room to the 
other, might have feasted the whole neigfabourboad, and an 
appendage to one end of it made it answer at other times /or 
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the old game of shuffleboard. The rest of the furniture is in 
a suitable s^le, particularly an arm-chair of cumbrous woric- 
manship, constructed of wood, curiously turned, with a hig^ 
back and triangular seat, said to have been vasbA by Judge 
Popham in the rdgn of Elizabeth. The entrance into the hall 
is- at one end by a low door, communicating with a passage 
Aat leads from the outer door in the front of the house to a 
quadrangle* within ; at theother^ it opens upon a gloomy strar* 
tase, by which you ascend, to the first floor, and^ passing the 
doors of some bed«>chainbers, enter a narrow gallery winch a- 
tends along the back front of the house from one end to the 
t>ther of it, and looks upon an old gaiden. This gallery is hong 
with portraits, chiefly in the Spanish dresses of the sixteenth 
century. In one of the bed^cfaandieBi^ which you pass in going 
towards the gallery^ is a bedstead with bhie frunituiet which 
time has new made dingy and threadbare, and in the bottom 
.of one df the bed curtains you are shomi a place where a sduH 
piece has been cut out and sown in again,— a drcmnstanoe 
which serves to identify the scene of the following stoiy :^- 

'< It was on a dark ndoy night in the month of No?einlwr, 

that an old midwife sate musing by her cottage fire-side, when 

on a sudden she was startled by a loud knocking at the door. 

On opening it she found a horseman, who told her that her 

. assistance was required immediately by a person of rank* and 



« I tUnk there is a chapel on one side of it, but am not quite lure. 
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that she thould be haadiomely reinsided, but that there wer^ 
leMODS for keeping the affiur a strict secret, and, therefore, 
die must submit to be Uind-folded, and* to be conducted in 
that condition to the bed-chamber of the lady. With some h^ 
flitation the midwife consented ; the horseman bound her eyesi 
and placed her on a pillion behind him. After proceeding in si- 
lence for many miles through rough and dirty lanes, they stop- 
ped, and the midwife was led into a house, which IVom the length 
of her walk thioogh the apartments, as well as the sounds about 
her, she discovered to be the seat of wealth and power. When 
ib» bandage was removed Irom her eyes, she found herself in 
a bedchamber, in which were the lady on whose account she 
had been sent for, and a man of a haughty and ferocious as* 
pect. The lady was delivered of a fine boy. Immediately the 
man commanded the midwife to give him the child, and catch- 
ing it from her, he hurried across the room, and threw it on 
the back of the fixe, that was blazing in the chimney. The 
child, however, was strong, and by its struggles roUed itself off 
upon the hearth, when die ruffian again seixed it with ftiry, 
and, in SfMte of die intercession of the midwife, and the more 
piteous entreaties of the mother, thrust it under the grate, and, 
raking the live coals upon it, soon put an end to its life. The 
midwife, after spending some time in affording all the relief in 
her power to the wretched mother, was told that she must be- 
gone. Her former conductor appeared, who again bound her 
eyes, and conveyed him behind her to her own home : he then 
paid her handsomely, and departed. The midwife was strong- 
ly agitated by the honors of the preceding night { and she im^ 

2 
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ittftde a depoiilioiiP of tte-fiMt bc^BM a magbttata 
•Two di«uBitftane6B aiR>fMb hopes of-deteediig the hotiM ia 
which the«rime had been eommittad ^ onowaa, that the nUU 
wife, a8«he sate by the bed-side, had, with a ?ieir to diMtvct 
the pkoe, cat out a piece of the foedi<ciirtaiii, and eowB it in 
Bgain ; the other was, that as sheliad>desMiidsd die stabeass, 
abe had ooanted the steps. Some sustrfcioas fidl vapm ene 
Dartell, at that time the preprietot of Litilecot^oiite, aad 
the domain around it The house was examined, afid'ideiii- 
fied by the tuldwifti^ and DaarteU was tried at Saiisbury for tiie 
nurden By conrupting his Judges lie esoi^iied the sentence ef 
tiie kw ; but broke his neck by a fall ftom his horse in hont- 
ing, in a few months after. The place where &is happened is 
still known by tiie- name <^ Darrdl*s Stilei«->« spot to be dread- 
ed by tiie peasant whom the shades of evening- have ervertaktn 
on his way. 

*' Lildecot- House is two miles ftdm Hungerfbrd, in Berk* 
diire, through winch the Bath road passes. The faet ocemved 
in the rdgn of EUaabetiL All the important- drcomatanees I 
hate given etaetly a» they are told in the oomi^ ; some tiiies 
only are added, dther to render the whole connected, or to in- 
crease the impression.'* 

With this tale of terror the author has combined some dS 
cumstances of a similar legend, which was current at Edinbuigh 
during his childhood. 

About the beginning of the eighteenth century, when the 
large castles of the Scottish nobles, and even the secluded 
hotds, like those of the French noblesse, i^hicb they possessed 
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in EdlnilHirs^) irfnw.ionifiKimel tbeiaoettes of strange and mys- 
terious tnmsaetioQfy » divine of singujai sancjtity was called up 
at midnight,, to ptay with a person at the point of death. This 
was no unusual summons ; but wbat followed was alarming. He 
was put into. » secUm-chair, and» after he had been tnmspotted 
to a remote part of the; towQ^ the beacira insisted upon his 
being blindfolded^ Tlye roq^uest was inforeed by a cocked pis- 
tol, and submitted to; but in the couise of the discussion he 
omjectuffidi from the phrases emplc^ed by the chainnen» and 
from some pait of thciir dxjes9» not completely concealed by 
their doaks* that they were greatly above the menial station 
th^ had:aSBttmed« After many turns and windings* the chair 
was carried u^ stain into a lodging, where his eyes were un* 
covered, and he was introduced into a bed-room, where he found 
a lady,, newly delivered of an infant He was comhumded by 
hie attendants to say auch prayaa.by her bed-side as were fit- 
ting for a petsoa not expected to survive a mortal disorder. 
He voitUTcd to remonstrate, and observe that her sa£e delive- 
ry warranted better hopes. But he was sternly commanded to 
obey the orders first given, and with difficulty recollected hind- 
self sufficiently to acquit himself of the task imposed on him. 
He waa tiien again hurried into the chair ; but, as they con- 
ducted him. down stairs, he heard the report of a pistoL He 
was .sa&ly. conducted home ; a purse of gold waa forced upon 
ihim ; but he was warned, at the same time, that the least al- 
lusion to this dark transaction would cost him his life. He be- 
took himself to rest, and, after long and broken musing, fell 
into a deep sleep. From this he was awakened by his servant. 
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with the dismal news, that a fite of uneommon fuiy had bn^Een 
out in the house of ****, near the head of the Canongate, and 
that it was totally consumed ; with the shocking addition, that 
the daughter of the proprietor, a young lady eminent for beauty 
and accomplishments, had perished in the flames. The cler- 
g3rmaa had his suspicions, but to have made them public would 
have availed nothing. He was timid ; the family was of the 
first distinction ; above all, the deed was done, and oocdd not 
be amended. lime wore away, however, and with it his ter- 
rors. He became unhappy at being the solitary depositary of 
this fearful mjrstery, and mentioned it to some of his brethreo, 
through whom the anecdote acquired a sort of publicity* Hie 
divine, however, had been long dead, and the story in some de- 
gree forgotten, when a fire broke out again on the very same 
spot where* the house of **** had formerly stood, and which 
was now occupied by buildings of an inferior deacripckm. 
When the flames were at their height, the tumult, which usu- 
ally attends such a scene, was suddenly suspended by an un- 
expected apparition. A beautiful female, in a night-dress^ ejc 
tremdy rich, but at least half a century did, appeared in the 
very midst of the fire, and uttered these tremendous words in 
her vernacular idiom : **• Anes burned, twice burned ; the Hwrd 
time I'll scare you all !" The belief in this story was formerly 
so strong, that on a fire breaking out, and seoning to approach 
the fatal spot, there was a good deal of anxiety testified lest 
the apparition should make good her dcwwciatipn*. 
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Note XI. 
A* ihick a smoke tJtete heartJit have given 
At HaUowtide or Christmas even. — P. 52. 
Such an exhortation was, in similar circumstances, actually 
^ven to bis followers by a Welch chieftain :— 

«< Enmity did continue betweene Howell ap Rys ap Howell 
Vanghan and the sonnes of John ap Meredith. After the 
death of Evan i^ Robert, Griffith ap Gronw (cozen-german to 
John ap Meredith's sonnes of 6wyDfr3m» who had long served 
in France, and had charge there) comeing home to live in the 
■dmntrey, it hi^pened that a servant of bis, comeing to fish in 
Stymllyn, his fish was taken away, and the fellow beaten by 
Howell ap Rys his servants, and by his commandment Grif- 
£th ap John ap Gronw took the matter in such dudgeon that 
he chaUenged, Howell ap Rys to the field, which he refusing, 
assembling his oosins John ap Meredith's sonnes and his 
fiiends together, assaulted Howell in his own house, after the 
manner he had scene in the French warres, and consumed 
with fire his bames and his out-houses. Whilst he was thus 
assaulting the hall, which Howell ap Rys and many other 
people kept, bemg a veiy strong house, he was shot out of a 
crevice of the house, through the sight of his beaver into the 
head, and slayne out-right, being otherwise armed at all points. 
Kotwithstanding his death, the assault of the house was con« 
tinned with great yehemence, the doores fired with great bur- 
thens of straw ; besides this, the smoake of the out-houses and 
bames not £urre distant annoyed greatly the defendants, for 

q2 
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that most of them lay mider boordes and benches upon the 
floore, iu the hall, the better to avoyd the smoake. During this 
scene of confusion onely the old man, Howdl ap Rys, never 
stooped, but stood valiantly in the middest of the floore, arm- 
ed with a gleve in his hand, and called into them, and bid 
* them arise like men, for shame, for he bad knowne there as 
greate a smoke in that hall upon Christmas even.' In the 
end, seeing the house could no longer defend them, being 
overlayed with a multitude, upon parley betweene them. How- 
well ap Rys was content to yeald himself prisoner to Mortis 
ap John ap Meredith, John ap Meredith's eldest sonne, soe as 
he would swear unto him to bring him safe to Carnarvon 
Castle, to abide the triall of the law for the death of GrafT ap 
John ap Gronw, who was cosen-german removed to the said 
Howell ap Rys, and of the very same house he was of. Which 
Morris ap John ap Meredith undertaking, did put a guard 
about the said Howell of his trustiest friends and servants, who 
kept and defended him frcnx the rage of his kindred, and espt' 
dally of Owen ap John ap Meredith, his brother, who was 
very eager against him. They passed by leisure thence like a 
campe to Carnarvon : the whole countrie being assembled, 
Howell his friends posted a horsebadc fVom one place or other 
by the way, who brought word that he was come thither safe, 
for they were in great fear lest he should be murthered, and 
that Morris ap John ap Meredith could not be able to de- 
fend him, neither durst any of Howell's friends be there, for 
fear of the kindred. In the end, being delivered by Morris ap 
John ap Meredith to the constable of Carnarvon Castle, and 
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there kept safely in ward untiU the assises, it fell out hy law, 
that the burning of Howell's houses, and assaulting him in his 
owne house, was a more haynous offence in Morri^ ap John ap 
Meredith and the rest, than the death of Gruff* ap John ap 
Gronw in Howell, who did it in his own defence ; whereupon 
Morris ap John ap Meredith, with thirty-five more, were in- 
dicted of felony, as appeareth by the oopie of the indictment, 
which I had from thereoords.'*— Sib John Wynne's History 
of the Gwydir Family ^ Land, 1770, 800. p, 116. 
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Note r. 
C^er HexhanCt attar hung my gkvcmmP, 94 
This castom among the Redesdale and Tynedale bordereis 
IS mentioned in th^ interesting Life of Bernard Gilpin, where 
aome aooount is given of these wild districts, which it was the 
custom of that excdlent man regukrly to visit 

** This custom (of duds) still prevailed on the Borders, 
where Saxon harbaiimi held its latest possession. These wild 
Nortfaumhrians indeed went heyond the ferocity of their sin- 
cestors. They were not content with a duel : each contend- 
ing party used to muster what adherents he coidd, and com- 
mence a kind of petty war. So that a private grudge would 
often occasion much blpodshedt 

^* It happened that a quarrel of this kind was on foot when 
Mr Gilpin was at Bothbury, in those parts. During the two 
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or three first days of his preaching, the contending parties 
observed some decorum, and never appeared at church toge- 
ther. At length, however, they met One party had been 
early at church, and just as Mr Gilpin began his sermon the 
other entered. They stood not long silent : inflamed at the 
sight of each other, they began to dash their weapons, tot 
they were all armed with javelins and swords, and mutually 
approach. Awed, however, by the sacredness of the place, 
the tumult in some depee ceased. Mr Oitpm pioceeded : 
when again the combatants began to brandish their weapons, 
and draw towards each other. As a fray seemed near, Mr 
Gilpin stepped from the pulpit, went between them, and ad- 
dressed the leaders, put an end to the quarrel for the present, 
but could not effect an entire reconciliation. They promised 
him, however, that till the serraon vn» oVcv they would make 
no taaU dlBturbaiicew He then went agpiB into the pnlpit, and 
spent the rest of the time in endeavouring to make theo;^ 
ashamed of what they had done* Hk bdnmoar a^d disoMme 
affected them so mncih, that at his ftaiber eatrmHj, they pto- 
mieed'to forbear all acts of hostility while be coBtimied in the 
countiy. And so much reapeeted was be among them, that 
whoever was in fear of his enemy used to. mum where Mr 
Oilpin was, estciemkig his presence the best protection. 

** One Skmday mennng, coming to a diunch ia those parts 
' hefare the people were assemUed, he observed a glove hang- 
ing up, and was informed by the ssxton, that it was meant as 
ra chaUeoge to any one who should take it down. Mr Gilpin 
ordered the sexton to readi it him ; but upon hit utterly lefu- 
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sing to tooch it, he took it down ymsdf, and put it m Ins 
breast When die people were assembled, he went into tiie 
pulpit, and, before he concluded hb sennon, took occaBioB to 
rebnke them severely fbt these inhuman challenges. < I hear,* 
saith he, < that one among yoa hievih hanged up a glove, even 
in this saored place, threatening to fight any one who takedi it 
down : see, I have taken it down i* and, pullifag out the g^ve, 
he held it up to the congregation, toad then showed them liow 
unsuitable such savage practices were to the profession of Chns- 
tianity, using such persua^ves to nratual love as he thought 
would most affect them."U.I,i;^ tf Bernard GUptitt Idmd. 
1763, 8w. f>. 177. 

Note II. 
A Hortefnaf^'Arm*df at headkng 8peed,~^'P* 111. 
This and what follows, is laken from a real achievement of 
Major Robert Philipion, called, from bis desperate and adven- 
turous courage, Robin the Devil i whii^, as being very inaecu- 
fately BOtteed in this note upon the fint edition, shall be now 
given in a more authentic form. The chief ptace of his retreat 
was not Levd's Iri&nd in Derw«ntwater» but Curwen^s Island in 
the lake of Windermere—-- 
<^ This island formerly beloiiged to the Philipsens, a family 
of note in Westmorciandi Duiing the civii wars, two of them, 
m eldtt and a younger btodier, setred the king. The former, 
who was the proprietor of it, commanded a regiment ; the lat- 
ter was a major. 
'* The major j whose name was Robert, whs a man of great 
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Spirit and eatetftnze ; and for his many feats of penoiud bn- 
veiy had obtained, among the OUverians of those parts, the ap- 
pdlation of Robin the DeviL 

«< After the war had subsided, and the direful efiectsof pub- 
lic opposition had ceased, revenge and malice long kept alhre 
the animosity of individuals. ColoneL Brigp, a steady friend 
to usurpation, resided at this time at Kendal, and, under the 
double character of a leading magistrate (for he- was a justioe 
of peace) and an active oommandttr, held the 'country in awe. 
This person having heard that Major Philipson was at his bro- 
ther's house on the island in Windermere, resolved, if possi- 
ble, to seize and pumsh a man who had made himself so par- 
ticularly obnoxious. How it was conducted, my authority* 
does not inform us— -whether he got together the navigation of 
the lake, and blockaded the place by sea, or whether he landed 
and carried on his approaches in form. Neither do we learn 
the strength of the garrison within, nor of the worics withoat 
All we learn is, that Major Philipson endured a siege of eight 
months with great gallantry, till his brother, the adond, raised 
a party and relieved him. 

**- It was now the Major's turn to make reprisals. He put 
himself, therefore, at the head of a little troop of horse, aad 
fode to Kendal. Here, being informed that Colonel Briggs was 
at prayers, (for it was on a Sunday morning,) he statkmedhis 
men properly in the avenues, and'himsdf armed, rode directly 
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into the church. It probably was not a regular church, but 
some large place of meeting. It is said he intended to seize 
the colonel and carry him off; but as this seems to have been 
totally impracticable, it is rather probable that his intention 
was to kill him on the spot, and in the midst of the confusion 
to escape. Whatever his intention was it was frustrated, for 
Biiggs Jiappened to be elsewhere. 

** The congregation, as might be expected, was thrown into 
great confusion on seemg an armed man on horseback make 
his appearance among ibem ; and the major taking advantage 
of their astonishment, turned his horse round, and rode quietly 
out But having given an alarm he was presently assaulted as 
he left the assembly, and being seized, his girths were cut, and 
he was unhorsed. 

'^ At this instant his party made a furious attack on the as- 
ffilants, and the major killed with his own hand the man who 
had seized him, clapped the saddle, ungirthed as it was, upon 
his horse, and vaulting into it, rode full speed through the streets 
of Kendal, calling his men to follow him ; and with his whole 
inrty made a safe retreat to^hin asylum in the lake. The ac- 
tion marked the man* Many knew him : and they who did 
not, knew as well from the exploit that it could be nobody but. 
Robin the Devfl." 
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Clouding that mom which threats the heath-cock's 
brood; 
Of such, in summer's drought the anglers plain, 
Who hope the soft mild southern shower in vain; 

But, more than all, the discontented fair. 

Whom father stem, and sterner aunt, restrain 

From county-ball, or race occurring rare. 

While all her ftiends around their, yestmcuats ^ay 

prepare. 

Ennui !-^or^ as our mothers call'd thee> Spleen f 

To thee we owe full many a rare device;— 
Thine is the sheaf of painted cavds, I ween> 

The rolling billiard-ball^ the rattUng dice. 
The turning lathe for framing gimerack nice ; 

The amateur's blotched pallet tfacm may'st daixn, 
Retort, and airpump, threatening frogs and mice, 

(Murders disguised by philosophic name,) 
And much of trifling grave> and much <if buxom 
game 
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Then of the hoolu^ to catch thy drowsy glance 

Compiled, what bard the catahygiiemay quote ! 
Plays, poems, novels, never read but once ^«« 

But not of such the tale tear Edgeworth wrote. 
That bears thy name, and is. thine antidote ; 

And not of such the strain my Thomson sung, 
Delicious dreams inspiring i>y bis note, 

What time to Indolence his harp he strung. 
Oh! might my lay berank^dtbathappierlist among! 

Each hath his refuge whom thy cares assail. 

For me, I love my study-fire to trim. 
And con d^ht vacantly some idle tale. 

Displaying on the couch each listless limb. 
Till on the drowsy p^ge the lights; grow diip. 

And doubtful slumber half supplies the theme ; 
While antique shapes of knight and giant grim. 

Damsel and dwarf, in long procession gleam. 
And the Romancer's tale becomes the Reader's 
dream* 
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. 'Tis thus my malady I well may bear. 

Albeit outstretch'd, like Pope's own Paridel, 
Upon the rack of a too-easy chair ; 

And find, to cheat the time, a powerful spell 
In old romaunts of errantry that tell. 
Or later legends of the Fairy-folk, 
Or oriental tale of AMte fell, . 
. Of Genii, Talisznan, and' broad-winged Roc, 
Though taste inay blush and frown, and sober reason 
mock. 

Oflt at such season, too^ will rhjrmes unsought, 

Arrange themselves in some romantic lay ; 
The which, as things unfitting graver thought, 
Are burnt or blotted on some wiser day.— 
' These few survive— and, proudly let me say^ 
Court not the critic's smile, nor dread his frown ; 
They well may serve to while an hour away. 
Nor does the volume ask for more renown, 
Than Ennui's yawning smile, what time she drops it 

down. 
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HAROLD THE DAUNTLESS. 



CANTO FIRST. 



List- to iJie ralorous deeds that were done 

By Harold the Dauntless^ Count Witikind's son ! 

Count Witikind came of a regal strain. 
And roved with his Norsemen the land and the main. 
Woe to the reahns which he coasted ! for there 
Was shedding of blood, and rending of hair, 
Rape of maiden, and slaughter of priest. 
Gathering of mrens and wolves to the feast : 
When he. hoisted his standard black, 
> Before faim was battle, behind him wrack. 
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And he bum'd the churches^ that heathen Dane^ 
To light his band to their barks again. 

On Erin's shores was his outrage known^ 
The winds of France bad his banners blown ; 
Little was there to plunder^ yet still 
His pirates had forayVi «fB ^loottish hill ; 

But upon merry England's coast | 

i 

More frequent hd saif d> for he wioi tb? most. 

So wide and bo fiur his lavage they kotpw^ , 

If a sail but gleam'd white 'gainst the welkin blue, 

Trumpet and b^gle to axm» did caH, 

Burghers basten'd to man the walH 

Peasants fled inland bis fvory to 'Bc«pe, 

Beacons were li^^bit^ On beadlimd And expe. 

Bells were (oU'd 9^t, mi aye aa they rang. 

Fearful imii fioptly ti»e gr^ bsodwrs miog, 

<' Bless us, St Xwy, fiwte ftml tikd fiom fire. 

From famiiiie and peaft, and Coiinift WitikindlB iie !"«- 
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IIL 
He liked die umlth of fair £figl»Ad so weli^ 
That he sougfat in h«r boeem a» native ta dwell. 
He eolei'd the Humbet ii\ fe»tflial hour, 
And dieMibevk^d wkb hist Danidh pcuweve 
Three EarU cameageinst him ^ith si) t^irtra^^^^ 
Two hath he taken, afid one hath he ^in : 
Count Witikind left the Kati]i)er'8 rieh strand^ 
And he ivvasted and wascfA m Northciinfeerhuid. 
But the Saxcm King was a wte in age. 
Weak in battle, in cotincil sage ; 
Peace of that heathen leader he sought. 
Gifts he gave, and quiet he bought ; 
And the Count took upon him the peaceable stile. 
Of a vassal and liegeman* of Britain's broad isle. 

IV. 
Time will rust the sharpest sw(»*d, 
Time will consume the strongest cord ; 
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That which moulders hemp and steel. 
Mortal arm and nerve must feeL 
Of the Danish band, whom Count Witikind led. 
Many wax'd aged, and many were dead ; 
Himself found his armour full weighty to bear. 
Wrinkled his brows grew, and hoaiy his hair ; 
He lean'd on a staff, when his step went abroad. 
And patient his palfrey, when steed he bestrode ; 
As he grew feebler his wildness. ceased. 
He made himself peace with prelate and priest, 
Made his peace, and, stooping his head. 
Patiently listed the counsel they said ; 
Saint Cuthbert's Bishop was holy and grave^ 
Wise and good was the counsel he gave. 

.V. 
'< Thou hast murder'd, robb'd, and spoil'd. 
Time it is thy poor soul were assoil'd; 
Priest did'st thou slay, and churches bum. 
Time is now to repentance to turn ; 

2 
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Fiends hast thou worshipp'd^ with fiendish rite. 
Leave now the darkness, and wend into light : 
O ! while life and space are given. 
Turn thee yet, and think of Heaven !" 
That stern old heathen his head he raised. 
And on the good prelate he stedfastly gazed ; 
" Give me hroad lands on the Wear and the Tyne, 
My faith 1 will leavej and I'll cleave unto thine." 

VI. 
Broad lands he gave him on Tyne and on Wear, 
To be held of the church by bridle and spear ; 
Part of Monkwearmouth, of Tynedale part. 
To better his will, and to soflen his heart : 
Count Witikind was a joyful man. 
Less for the faith than the lands that he wan. 
The high church of Durham is dress'd for the day. 
The clergy are rank'd in their solemn array ; 
There came the Count, in a bear-skin warm. 
Leaning on Hilda his concubine's arm ; 
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He kned'd before Saint Cuthbert's shrine. 
With patience unwonted at Sites divine ; 
He abjured the gods of heathen race^ 
And he bent his head at the font of grace ; 
But such was the griesly old proselyte's look. 
That the priest who baptized him grew pale and 

shook; 
And the old monks mutter'd beneath their hood^ 
'^ Of a stem so stubborn can never spring good !"— 

VII. 
Up then arose that grim convertite. 
Homeward he hied him when ended the rite ; 
The prelate in honour will with him iride. 
And j^east on his castle on Ty ne's fair side. 
Banners and band^ols danced in the wind. 
Monks rode before them, and spearmen behind ; 
Onward they pass'd, till fairly did shine 
Pennon and cross on the bosom of Tyne ; 
And full in front did that fortress lour. 
In darksome strength with its buttress and tower ; 
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At the castle^-gate was young Harold there^ 
Count Witikind^s only ofipring and heir. 

VIIL 
Young Harold was feared for his hardihood^ 
His strength of frame, and his fury of mood ; 
Rude he was and wild to b^hold^ 
>yore neither collav nor bracelet of gold, 
Cap of vair nor rich amy. 
Such as should grace thxt festal day : • 
His doublet of bull's hide vrs» all unbraced, 
Uneover^d his hcad^ sad his sandal unlaced : 
His shaggy Uack locks on his brow hung low. 
And his eyes glanced through them a swarthy glow ; 
A Danish club in his hand he bore, 
The spikes were dotted with recent gore ; 
At his back a she- wolf, and her wolf*cubs twain. 
In the dangerous chase that morning slain. 
Rude was the greeting his Either he made. 
None to the Bishop^-^while thus he said : 

h2 
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IX. 
" What priest-led hypocrite art thou^ 
With thy humbled look and thy monkish brow, 
Like a shaveling who studies to cheat his vow ? 
Can'st thou be Witikind the Waster known^ 
Royal Eric's fearless son^ 
Haughty Gunhilda's haughtier lord. 
Who won his bride by the axe and sword ; 
From the shrine of St Peter the chalice who tore^ 
And melted to bracelets for Freya and Thor ; 
With one blow of his gauntlet who burst the skull. 
Before Odin's stone, of the Mountain Bull ? 
Then ye worshipp'd with rites that to war-gods be- 
long. 
With the deed of the brave, and the blow of the 

strong. 
And now, in thine age to dotage sunk. 
Wilt thou patter thy crimes to a shaven monk. 
Lay down thy mail-shirt for clothing of hair. 
Fasting and scourge, like a slave, wilt thou bear? 



Canto I. HABOLD THE DAUNTLESS. 179 

Or^ at best^ be admitted in slothful bower 

To batten with priest and with paramour ? 

! out upon thine endless shame ! 

Each Scald's high harp shall blast thy fame^ 

And thy son will refuse thee a father's name !" — 

X. 
Ireful wax'd old Witikind's look, 
His faultering voice with fury shook ;— • 
" Hear me, Harold, of harden'd heart ! 
Stubborn and wilful ever thou wert. 
Thine outrage insane I command thee to cease. 
Fear my wrath and remain at peace : — 
Jast is the debt of repentance I've paid. 
Richly the church has a recompence made. 
And the truth of her doctrines I prove with my blade. 
But reckoning to none of my actions I owe. 
And least to my son such accounting will show. 
Why speak I to thee of repentance or truth, 
Who ne'er from thy childhood knew reason or ruth ? 
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Hence ! to the wolf and the bear in her den; 
These are thy mates^ and not rational men."— 

XL 

Griinly smiled Harold, and coldly replied^ 

" We must honour our sires, if we fear when they 

chide. 
For me, I am yet what thy lessons have made, 
I was rock'd in a buckler and fed firom a blade ; 
An in£uit, was taught to clap hands and to shout, 
From the roofs of the tower when the flame had 

broke out ; 
In the blood of slain foemen my finger to dip. 
And tinge with its purple my cheek and my lip.— 
'Tis thou know'st not truth, that has barter'd in eld, 
For a price, the brave faith that thine ancestors held 
When this wolf,''— -and the carcase he flung on the 

plain, — 
*^ Shall awake and give food to her nurslings again, 
The face of his father will Harold review; 
Till then, aged Heathen, young Christian, adieu !" 
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XII. 
Priesty monk^ and prelate stood aghast^ 
As tiirough the pageant the heathen pass'd. 
A cross-bearer out of his sadcUe he ffung. 
Laid his hand on the pimunel and into it sjurung; 
Loud was the shriek, and deep the groan. 
When the holy sign on the earth was thrown ! 
The fierce old Count unsheathed his brand. 
But the calmer Prelate stay'd his hand ; 
'^ Let him pass free ! — Heaven knows its hour,— 
But he itnust own repentance's power. 
Pray and weep, and penance bear. 
Ere he hold land by the Tyne and the Wear."— 
Thus in scorn and in wrath from his father is gone 
, Young Harold the Dauntless, Count Witikind's son. 

XIIL 
High was the feasting in Witikind's hall, 
Revell'd priests, soldiers, and pagans, and all; 
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And even the good Qishop was fain to endure 
The scandal which time and instruction might cure : 
It were dangerous^ he deem'd^ at the first to restrain^ 
In his wine and his wassail^ a half-christen'd Dane. 
The mead flow'd around and the ale was drain'd dry, 
Wild was the laughter, the song, and the cry ; 
With Kyrie Eleisen came clamorously in 
The war^songs of Danesman, Norweyan, and Finn, 
Till man after man the contention gave o'er, 
Outstretch'd on the rushes that strew'd the haU floor; 
And the tempest within, having ceased its wild rout, 
Gave place to the tempest that thundered without 

XIV. 

Apart from the wassail, in turret alone. 
Lay flaxen-hair'd Gunnar, old Ermengarde's son ; 
In the train of Lord Harold the page was the first. 
For Harold in childhood had Ermengarde nursed ; 
And grieved was young Gunnar his master should 

roam. 
Unhoused and unfriended, an exile from home. 
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He heard the deep thunder, the plashing of rain. 
He saw thered lightning through shot-hole and pane; 
" And oh I" said the page, " on the shelterless wold 
Lord Harold is wandering in darkness and cold ! 
What thoughhe was stubbom^and wayward, and wild. 
He endured me because I was Ermengarde's child. 
And often from dawn till the set of the sun, 
In the chase, by his stirrup, unchidden I run : 
I would I were older and knighthood could bear, 
I would soon quit the banks of the Tyne and the 

Wear; 
For my mother's command with her last parting 

breath. 
Bade me follow ber nursling in life and to death. 

XV. 
" It pours and it thunders, it lightens amain. 
As if Lok, the Destroyer, had burst from his chain ! 
Accursed by the church, and expell'd by his sire. 
Nor Christian nor Dane give him shelter or fire. 
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And this tempest what movtal angyhoaselesa endare ? 
UiHttdeci, rnnnantlcd, he dies on Ae nooE ! 
Whate'er comes of Gmmar be tames not bere." 
He leapt from his coudLand faegiasp'd to his spear. 
Sought tJie hall of the feast. Undistnrb'dbylustraacl, 
The wassailers dept host as the sleep (tf the dead : 
Ungnitefiii and bestial I" his anger broke forth. 
To forget 'mid yoor goblets the pride of the North ! 
And yon, ye cowl'd priests, who have plenty in store, 
Mast give Gunnar for ransom a palfrey and ore."— 

XVL 

Then heeding full little of ban or of corse. 
He has seized on the Prior of Jorvaiix's purse : 
Saint Meneholt's Abbot next morning has missTd 
His mantle, deep furred from the cape to the wrist: 
The seneschal's keys from his bek he has ta'en, 
(Well drench'd <m that eve was old Bildebnuid's 

brain). 
To the stable«yard he made his way. 
And mounted the Bishop's palfrey gay. 
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Castle and hamlet behmd him has cast. 

And right on his way to the mooiiand baa pasi'd. 

Sore snorted the ftJ&ey, unoaed to fiiee 

A weather so wild at so raah a pace ; 

So long he snerttd, so loud he ncigh'd^ 

There answered a steed that was bound beside^ 

And the red flash a£ Hghtning shewed there where lay 

His master, hord Harold, outstreteh'd on the clay. 

XVII. 
Up he st^irtedy and thunder'd out, " Stand !" 
And raised the dub in his deadly hand. 
The flaxen-hair'd Gunnar his purpose told, 
Shew'd the palfrey and prc^r^d the gold. 
'' Baek^ back, and home^ thoa simple boy ! 
Thou ean'st not share my grief or joy : 
Have I not mark'd thee wail and cry 
When thou hast seen a qparrow die ? 
And cans't thou, as my follower should. 
Wade ancle-deep throu^ foeman's blood. 
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Dare mortal and immortal foe^ 

The gods above, the fiends below. 

And man on earth, more hateful still. 

The very fountam4iead of ill ? 

Desperate of life, and careless of death. 

Lover of bloodshed, and slaughter, and scathe. 

Such must thou be with me to roam. 

And such thou can'st not be— back, and home !"— 



XVIII. 
Young Gunnar shook like an aspen bough, 
As he heard the harsh voice and beheld the dark 

brow. 
And half he repented his purpose and vow. 
But now to draw back were bootless shame, * 
And he loved his master, so urged his claim : 
" Alas ! if my arm and my coiurage be weak. 
Bear with me a. while for old Ermengarde's sake; 
Nor deem so lightly of Gunnar's faith. 
As to fear he would break it for peril of death. 
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Have I not nsk'd it to fetch thee this gold. 
This surcoat and mantle to fence thee from cold? 
And, did I bear a baser mind. 
What lot remains if I stay behind? 
The priests' revenge, thy ^^ther's wrath, 
A dungeon and a shameful death."— ^ 

XIX. 
With gentler look Lord Harold eyed 
The page, then tum'd his head aside ; 
And either a tear did his eye-lash stain,. 
Or it caught a drop of the passing rain* 
" Art thou an outcast then ?" quoth he, 
*' The meeter page to follow me." 
Twere bootless to tell what climes they sought. 
Venturer achieved, and battles fought ; 
How oft with few, how oft alone. 
Fierce Harold's arm the field hath won. 
Men swore his eye, that flash'd so red 
When each other glance was quench'd with dread. 



I 
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Bore oft a li^it'of deadly flame 

That ne'er from moitaL courage came. 

Those limbs so strongs that mood so stetn, 

That loved the couch of heath and feni^ 

A*far from hamlet^ tower^ and town. 

More than to rest on driven down ; 

That stubborn frame, that sullen mood. 

Men deem'd must come of aught but good ; 

And they whisper'd, the great Master Fiend was at 

one 
With Harold the Daimtless, Count M^tikind's son. 

XX. 

Years after years had gone and fled. 

The good <dd Prelate lies lapp'd in lead ; 

in the chapel stifl is shewn 

His sculptured form on a marble stone. 

With staff and ring and scapulaire. 

And folded hands in the act of jjurayer. 

Saint Cuthbert's mitre i» resting now 

On the haughty Saxon, bold Aldingar's brow ; 
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The power of his croner ke k>yed to extend 
O'er wbateyer would break or whateyer woidd bend: 
And now hath he dothed him in wgit and in pall. 
And the Chapter of Durham has met at his ealL 
And hear jre not, hrethien/' the proud Bishqp said. 
That ourv&gial, theDanish Qmnt Witikind^'sdead? 
All his gold axid his goods hath he given 
To holy church for ihe lore of heaven. 
And hath finnided a diantry with stipend and dole. 
That priests and that beadsmen may pray for his 

Boul: 
Harold his son is wandering abroad. 
Dreaded by man and abhorred by God ; 
Meet it is not, that sudi should heir 
The lands of Ae diurch on the Tyne and the Wear ; 
And at her pleasure, her hallow'd hands 
May now resume these wealthy lands."^ 

XXI. 
Answer'd good Eustace, a canon old, 
*' Harold is tameless, and furious, and bold ; 
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Ever renown blows a note of fame. 

And a note of fear, when she sounds his name: 

Much of bloodshed and much of scathe 

Have been their lot who have waked his wrath. 

Leave him these lands and lordships still. 

Heaven in its hour may change his will ; 

But if reft of gold, and of living bare. 

An evil counsellor is despair."-— 

More had he said, but the Prelate frown'd. 

And murmur'd his brethrcsi.who sate around. 

And with one consent have they given :their doom, 

That the church should the lands of Saint Cuthbert 

resume* 
So wiird the Prelate; and canon and dean 
. Gave to his judgment their loud amen. 
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CANTO SECOND. 



'Tis meity in gieenwood, thus runs the old lay. 
In the gladsome month of lively May^ 
When the wild birds' song on stem and spray 

Invites to forest bower ; 
Then rears the ash his airy crest^ 
Then shines the birch in silver vest. 
And the beach in glistening leaves is dress'd. 
And dark between shews the oak's proud breast. 

Like a chieftain's frowning tower ; 
Though a thousand branches join their screen, 
Yet the broken sun«beams glance between. 
And tip the leaves with lighter green, 

With brighter tints the flower : 
VOL, vin. I 
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Dull is the heart that loves not then 
The deep recess of the wild-wood glen^ ' 
Wliere roe and red-deer find sheltering den. 
When the sun is in his power. 

IL 
Less merry, perchance, is the fading leaf 
That follows «.«Km on the ^ath^d sheaf, * 

When the green-wood loses the name ; 
Silent is then the forest bound. 
Save the red-breast's note, and the rustling sound 
Of frost^nipt leaves that are dropping round. 
Or the deep-mouth'd cry of the distant hound 

That opens on his game ; 
Yet then, too, I love the forest wide. 
Whether the sun in splendour ride 
And gild its many-coloured side ; 
Or whether the soft and silvery haze. 
In vapoury folds, o'er the landscape strays. 
And half involves the woodland maze. 

Like an early widow's veil. 
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Where wimpling tissue fircnn the gaze 
The form half hides and half betrays^ 
Of beauty wan and pale. 

III. 
Fair Metelill was a woodlaiid maid^ 
Her &ther a rover of green- wood sbade^ 
By forest statutes undismayed. 

Who lived by bow and quiver. 
Well known was Wulfstane's archery, 
By merry Tyne both on moor and lea. 
Through wooded Weardale's glens so free. 
Well beside Stanhope's wild- wood tree. 

And well on Ganlesse river. 
Yet free though he trespass'd on woodland game. 
More known and more fear'd was the wizard fame 
Of Jutta of Rookhope, the Outlaw's dame; 
Fear'd when she frown'd was her eye of flame. 

More fear'd when in wrath she laugh'd ; 
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For then, 'twas said, more &tal true 
To its dread aim her spell-glance flew. 
Than when from Wulfirtane's bended yew 
Sprung forth the grey-goose shaft. 

IV. 
Yet had this fierce and dreaded pair. 
So heaven decreed, a daughter fair; 

None brighter crown'd the bed. 
In Britain's bounds, of peer or prince. 
Nor hath, perchance, a lovelier since 

In this fiiir isle been bred. 
And nought of fraud, or ire, or ill, 
Was known to gentle Metelill, 

A simple maiden she ; 
The spells in dimpled smiles that lie. 
And a downcast blush, and the darts that fly 
With the sidelong glance of a hazel eye. 

Were her arms and witchery. 
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So youngs so simple was she yet^ 

She scarce could childhood's joys forget^ 

And still she loved^ in secret set 

Beneath the green-wood tree^ 
To plait the rushy coronet^ 
And braid with flowers her locks of jet. 

As when in infancy ;— 
Yet could that heart, so simple, prove 
The early dawn of stealing love : 

Ah ! gentle maid, beware ! 
The power who, now so mild a guest. 
Gives dangerous yet delicious zest 
To the calm pleasures of thy breast. 
Will soon, a tyrant o'er the rest. 

Let none his empire share. ' 

V. 

One morn in kirtle green array'd. 
Deep in the wood the maiden stray'd. 
And, where a fountain sprung. 
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She sate her down^ unseen^ to thread 
The scarlet berry's mimic braid^ 

And while her beads she strung. 
Like the blithe lark, whose carol gay 
Gives a good-morrow to the day. 

So lightsomely she sung. 

VI. 

Lord William was bom in gilded bower. 
The heir of Wilton's lofty tower ; 
Yet better loves Lord William now 
To roam beneath wild Rookhope's brow ; 
And William has lived where ladies &ir 
With gawds and jewels deck their hair. 
Yet better loves the dew-drops still 
That pearl the locks of Metelill. 

" The pious Palmer loves, I wis. 
Saint Cuthbert's hallow'd beads to kiss ; 
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But I. though simple girl I be. 
Might have such homage paid to me ; 
For did Lord William see me suit 
This necklace of the bramble's fruit. 
He &in— -but must not have his will,*— 
Would kiss the beads of Metelill. 

'' My nurse has told me many a tale. 
How vows of love are weak and frail ; 
My mother says that courtly youth 
By rustic maid means seldom sooth. 
What should they mean ? it cannot be^ 
That such a warning's meant for me^ 
For nought— oh ! nought of fraud or ill 
Can William mean to Metelill I" — 

vn. 

Sudden she stops— «nd starts to feel 
A weighty hand, a glove of steel. 
Upon her shrinking shoulders laid ; 
Fearful she tum'd, and saw, dismay'd. 
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A Knight in plate and mail array'd. 

His crest and bearing -warn and fray'd. 

His surooat soil'd and riven, 

« 
Form'd like that giant race of yore. 

Whose long-continued crimes out- wore 

The sufferance of heaven. 

Stern accents made his pleasure known. 

Though then he used his gentlest tone : 

'' Maiden/' he said, " sing forth thy glee. 

Start not— sing on— -it pleases me." 

vnr. 

Secured within his powerful' hold^ 
To bend her knee, her hands to fold. 

Was all the maiden might ; 
And " oil ! forgive," she faintly said, 
^^ The terrors of a nmple maid. 

If thou art mortal wight ! 
But if"— of such strange tales are told^— 
Unearthly warrior of the wold. 
Thou com'st to chide mine accents bold. 
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My mother^ Jutta, knows the spell. 
At noon and midnight pleasing well 

The disembodied ear ; 
Oh ! let her powerful diaims atone 
For aught my rashness may have done^ 

And cease thy grasp of fear." 
Then laugh'd the Knight— *his laughter's sound 
Half in the hoUow helmet drown'd ; 
His barred vizor then he raised. 
And steady on the maiden gazed. 
He smoothed his brows, as best he might. 
To the dread calm; of autumn night. 

When sinks the tempest's roar ; 
Yet still the cautious fishers eye 
The clouds, and fear the gloomy sky. 

And haul their barks on shore. 

IX. 
«< Damsel," he said, '' be wise, and learn 
Matters of weight and deep concern : 

i2 
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From distant realms I come, 
And^ wanderer long; at length have plann'd 
In this my native Northern land 

To seek myself a home* 
Nor that alone— >a mate I seek ; 
She must be gentle, soft, and meek,»<- 

No lordly dame for me ; 
Myself am something rough of mood; 
And feel the fire of royal blood. 
And therefore do not hold it good 

To match in my degree. 
Then, since coy maidens say my &ce 
Is harsh, my form devoid of grace. 
For a fair lineage to provide, 
'Tis meet that my selected bride 

In lineaments be fair ; 
I love thine well— till now I ne'er 
Look'd patient on a face of fear. 
But now that tremulous sob and tear 

Become thy beauty rare. 
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One kiss — nay^ damsel^ coy it not : 
And now go seek thy parents' cot^ 
And say^ a bridegroom soon I come^ 
To woo my love and bear her home." 

X. 

Home sprung the maid without a pause^ 
As leveret 'scaped from greyhound's jaws ; 
But still she lock'd, howe'er distress'd/ 
The secret in her boding breast ; 
Dreading her sire^ who oft forbade 
Her steps should stray to distant glade. 
Night came— to her accustom'd nook 
Her distaff aged Jutta took. 
And by the lamp's imperfect glow. 
Rough Wulfstane trimm'd his shaflfcs and bow. 
Sudden and clamorous, from the ground 
Upstarted slumbering brach and hound ; 
Loud knocking next the lodge alarms. 
And Wulfstane snatches at his arms. 
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When opening flew the yiekHng door. 
And that grim Warrior pifesaTd the floor. 

XL 

" All peace be here — What ! none replies ? 
Dismiss your fears and your surprise. 
'Tis I— that maid hath tokl my tale, 
Or^ trembler, did thy courage fatt? 
It recks not— ^it is I demand 
Fair Metelill in marriage bdnd; 
Harold the Dauntless I, whos6 fiame 
Is brave men's boast and caitifib' shame.^— » 
The parents sought each other's eyes. 
With awe^ resentment^ and dufprise: 
Wulfstane^ to quarrel prompti began 
The stranger's size and thewes to scan ; 
But as he scann'd^ his coun^e sunk. 
And from unequal strife he shrunk* 
Then forth, to blight and Uemish, flk 
The harmful curse from Jntta's eyes ; 
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Yet fatal howsoe'er^ the spell 
On Harold innocently fell ! 
And disappointment and amaze 
Were in the witch's wilder'd gaze. 

XII, 
But soon the wit of woman woke. 
And to the Warrior mild she spdke : 
" Her child was aH too young."—" A toy. 
The refuge of a maiden coy."— 
Again^ ''A powerful baron's hdir 
Claims in her heart an interest fair." 
" A trifle—- whisper in his ear. 
That Harold is a suitor here !" 
Baffled at length she sought delay : 
" Would not the Knight till morning stay ? 
Late was the hour— he there might rest 
Till mom, their lodge's honour'd guest." 
Such were her woEds,— »her craft might cast. 
Her honour'd guest should sleep his last : 
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'^ No, not to-night—but soon," he swore, 
" He would return, nor leave them more." — 
The threshold then his huge stride crost. 
And soon he was in darkness lost. 

XIII. 
Appall'd awhile the parents stood. 
Then changed their fear to angry mood. 
And foremost fell their words <^ iU 
On unresisting Metelill : 
Was she not caution'd and forbid, 
Forewam'd, implored, accused, and chid. 
And must she still to greenwood roam. 
To marshal such misfortune home ? 
" Hence, minion— to thy chamber hence. 
There prudence learn and penitence." 
She went^—her lonely couch to steep 
In tears which absent lovers weep ; 
Or if she gain'd a troubled sleep. 
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Fierce Harold's suit was still the theme 
And terror of her feverish dream. 



XIV. 

Scarce was she gone^ her dame and sire 

Upon each other bent their ire ; 

" A woodsman^ thou and hast a spear. 

And couldst thou such an insult bear ?" 
Sullen he said, " A man contends 
With men, a witch with sprites and fiends ; 
Not to mere mortal wight belong 
Yon gloomy brow and frame so strong. 
But thou-»is this thy promise fair» 
That your Lord William, wealthy heir 
To Ulrick, Baron of Witton-le-wear, 
Should Metelill to altar bear ? 
Do all the spells thou boast* st as thine 
Serve but to slay some peasant's kine. 
His grain in autumn-storms to steep. 
Or thorough fog and fen to aweep, 
And hag-ride some poor rustic's sleep ? 
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Is such mean mischief worth the £ime 
Of sorceress snd witch's name ? 
Fame, which with all men's wish conspires, 
With thy deserts and my desires. 
To damn thy corpse to penal fires ? 
Out on thee, witch ! aroint ! aroint ! 
What now shall put thy schemes in joint ? 
What save this trusty's arrow's point. 
From the dark dingle when it flies. 
And he who meets it gaqps and dies."— 

XV. 

Stem she replied, ''I will not wi^e 

War with thy folly or thy rage; 

But ere the morrow's sun be low, 

Wulfstane of Rooldu^, thou shalt know. 

If I can Tenge me on a foe. 

Believe the while, that whatsoe'er 

I spoke, in ire, of bow and spear, 

It is not Harold's destiny 

The death of pilfer'd deer to die. 
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But he^ and thou^ and yon pale moon^ 
That shall be yet more pallid soon^ 
Before she sink behind the dell^ 
Thou^ she, and Harold too, shall tell 
What Jutta knows of charm or spell."-^ 
Thus muttering, to the door she bent 
Her wayward steps, and forth she went. 
And left alone the moody sire. 
To cherish or to slake his ire. 

XVI. 
Far faster than belong'd to age. 
Has Jutta made her pDgrimage. 
A priest has met her as she pass'd. 
And cross'd himself and stood aghast : 
She traced a hamlet-»not a cur 
His throat would ope, his foot would stir; 
By crouch, by trembling, and by groan. 
They made her hated presence known ! 
But when she trode the sable fell. 
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Were wilder sounds her way to tell^ — 
For &x was heard the fox's yell. 
The black-cock waked and faintly crew^ 
Scream'd o'er the moss the scared curlew ; 
Where o'er the cataract the oak 
Lay slant, was heard the raven's croak ; 
The mountain-cat which sought his prey, 
Glared^ scream'd, and started from her way. 
Such music cheer'd her journey lone 
To the deep dell and rocking stone : 
There, with unhallow'd hymn of praise. 
She called a God of heathen days. 

XVII. 

Sn^ocation* 
From thy Pomeranian throne. 
Hewn in rock of living stone. 
Where, to thy godhead faithful yet. 
Bend Esthonian, Finn, and Lett, 
And their swords in vengeance whet. 
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That shall make thine altars wet> 
Wet and red for ages more 
With the Christians' hated gore^— 
Hear me ! Sovereign of the Rock^ 
Hear me^ mighty Zemebock. 

Mightiest of the' mighty known^ 
Here thy wonders have been shown- ; 
Hundred tribes in various tongue 
Oft have here thy praises sung, 
Down that stone with runick seam'd 
Hundred victims' blood hath stream'd ! 
Now one woman comes alone, 
' And but wets it with her own. 
The last, the feeblest of thy flock,— 
Hear — and be presexA, Zemebock ! 

Hark ! he comes ; the night-blast cold 
Wilder sweeps along the wold i 
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The cloudless moon grows dark and dim. 
And bristling hair and quaking limb 
Proclaim the Master Demon nigh,«*- 
Those who view his form shall die ! 
Lo ! I stoop and veil my head.*- 
Thou who ridest the tempest dread^ 
Shaking hill and rending oak — 
Spare ipe ! spare me ! Zemebock. 

He comes not yet ! Shall cold delay 
Thy votaress at her need repay ? 
Thou— «hall I call thee god or fiend ?^ ' 
Let others on thy mood attend 
With prayer and ritual— Jutta's arms 
Are necromantic words and charms : 
Mine is the spell^ that^ utter'd once^ 
Shall wake Thy Master from his trance^ 
Shake his red mansion-house of pain^ 
And burst his seven-times twisted chain. 
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So ! com'st thou ere the spell is spoke ? 
I own thy presence^ Zemebock^ 

XVIII. 
*< Daughter of dust/' the Deep Voice said, 
—Shook while it spoke, the vale for dread, 
Rock'd on the base that massive stone. 
The Evil Deity to own,— 
" Daughter of dust ! not mine the power 
Thou seek'st on Harold's fatal hour. 
'Twixt heaven and hell there is a strife 
Waged for his soul and for his life. 
And fain would we the combat win. 
And snatch him in his hour of sin. 
There is a star now rising red. 
That threats him with an influence dread ; 
Woman, thine arts of ma^ce whet, 
1*0 use the space before it set 
Involve him with the church in strife. 
Push on adventvffous chance his life ; 
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Ourself "will in the hour of need^ 

As best we may^ thy counsels speed." 

So ceased the Voice ; for seven leagues round 

Each hamlet started at the sound; 

But slept again^ as slowly died 

Its thunders on the hill's brown side. 

XIX. 

*^ And is this all/' said Jutta stem^, 
** That thou canst teach and I can learn ? 
Hence ! to the land of fog and waste ! 
There fittest is thine influence placed. 
Thou powerless sluggish Deity \ 
But ne'er shall Briton bend the knee 
Again before so poor a god." — 
She struck the altar with her rod ; 
Slight was the touch, as when at need 
A damsel stirs her tardy steed ; 
But to the blow the stone gave place. 

And, starting from its balanced base^ 

4 
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Roll'd thundering doi¥n the moon-light dell^— 
Re-echo'd moorland^ rock^ and fell ; 
Into the moon-light tarn it dash'd. 
Their shores the sounding surges lash'd^ 

And there was ripple^ rage^ and foam ; 
But on that Jake, so dark and lone^ 
Placid and pale the moonbeam shone 

As Jutta hied her home. 
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HAROLD THE DAUNTLESS. 



CANTO THIRD. 



I. 

Grey towers of Durham ! there was once a time 

I view'd your battlements with such vague hope^ 
As brightens life in its first dawning prime ; 

Not that e'en then came within fancy's scope 
A vision vain of mitre^ throne^ or cope ; 

Yet> gazing on the venerable hall. 
Her flattering dreams would in perspective ope 

Some reverend room^ some prebendary's stalls—- 

And thus Hope me deceived as she deceiveth all. 

9 
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Well yet I love thy mix'd and massive piles^ 

Half church of God^ half castle "gainst the Scot, 
And long to roam these venerable aisles. 

With records stored of deeds long since forgot ! 
There might I share my Surtees' happier lot, ^ 

Who leaves at will his patrimonial field 
To ransack every crypt and hallow'd spot. 

And from oblivion rend the spoils they yield. 
Restoring priestly chaunt and dang of knightly shield. 

Vain is the wish— -since other cares demand 

Each vacant hour, and in another dime : 
But still that northern harp invites my hand. 

Which tells the wonder of thine earlier time ; 
And fain its numbers would I now command. 

To paint the beauties of thy dawning fair. 
When Harold, gazing from its lofty stand 

Upon the western heights of Beaurepaire, 
Saw Saxon Eadmer's towers begirt by winding Wear. 
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IL 

Fair on the half-seen streams the sunbeams danced. 

Betraying it beneath the woodland bank, 
And fiur between the Gothic turrets glanced 

Broad lights, and shadows fell on front and flank. 
Where tower and buttress rose in martial rank. 

And girdled in the massive donjon Keep, 
And from their circuit peal'd o'er bush and bank 

The mattin bell with summons long and deep. 
And echo answer'd still with long-resounding sweep. 

III. 
The morning mists rose from the ground. 
Each merry bird awaken'd round 

As if in revelry ; 
Afar the bugles' clanging sound 
Call'd to the chase the lagging hound. 

The gale breath'd soft and free> 
And seem'd to linger on its way 
To catch fresh odours from the spray. 
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And waved it in its wanton play 

So light and gamesomely. 
The scenes which morning beams reveal. 
Its sounds to hear, its gales to feel 
In all their fragrance round him steal. 
It melted Harold's heart of steel. 

And, hardly wotting why. 
He dofiTd his helmet's gloomy pride. 
And hung it on a tree beside. 

Laid mace and falchion by. 
And on the green sward sate him down> 
And from his dark habitual frown 

Relax'd his rugged brow — 
Whoever hath the doubtful task 
From that stem Dane a boon to ask. 

Were wise to ask it now. 

IV. 
His place beside young Gunnar took. 
And mark'd his master's softening look. 
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And in his eye's dark mirror spied 
The gloom of stormy thought subside^ 
And cautious watch'd the fittest tide 

To speak a warning word. 
So when the torrent's billows shrink^ 
The timid pilgrim on the brink 
Waits long to see them wave and sink. 

Ere he dare brave the ford> 
And often, after doubtful pause. 
His step advances or withdraws : 
Fearful to move the slumbering ire 
Of his stem lord, thus stood the squire. 

Till Harold raised his eye. 
That glanced as when athwart the shroud 
Of the dispersing tempest-doud 

The bursting sunbeams fly. 

V. 

'' Arouse thee, son of Ermengarde, 
Offspring of prophetess and bard I 
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Take harp, and greet this lov^l j prime 
With some high straio of Rimi*^ rhyme. 
Strong, deep, and pow^tftd i Peal it round 
Like that loud bell's sbno^us sound. 
Yet wild by fits, as when the lay 
Of bird and bugle hail the day. 
Such was my grandsire Brick's sport. 
When dawn gleam'd on his martial court. 
Heymar the Scald, with harp's high sound, 
Summon'd the chiefs who slept acound ; 
Couch'd on the spdls of wolf and bear. 
They roused like lions from' their lair. 
Then rush'd in emulation forth 
To enhance the glories of the north. — 
Proud Erick, mightiest of thy race. 
Where is thy shadowy resting place ? 
In wild Valhalla hast thou quaff 'd 
From foeman's skull metheglin draught. 
Or wander'st where thy cairn was. piled. 
To frown o'er oceans wide and wild ? 
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Or have the milder Christians given 
Thy refuge in their peaceful heaven ? 
Where'er thou art^ to thee are known 
Our toils endured^ our trophies won^ ., 
Our wars^ our wanderings^ and our woes."-^ 
He ceased^ and Gunnar's sqng arose. 

VI. 

' ' Hawk and osprey scream'd for joy 
O'er the beetling cliffs of Hoy, 
Crimson foam the beach o'erspread. 
The heath was dyed with darker red. 
When o'er Erick, Inguar's son, 
Dane and Northman piled the stone ; 
Singing wild the war-song stem. 
Rest thee. Dweller of the Cairn ! 



u 



Where eddying currents foam and boil 
By Bersa'3 burgh and Grsemsay's isle, 

k2 
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The seaman sees a martial form 
Half-mingled with the mist and storm. 
In anxious awe he bears away 
To moor his bark in Stromna's bay^ 
And murmurs from the bounding stem^ , 
« Rest thee. Dweller of the Cairn !" 

'^ What cares disturb the mighty dead ? 
Each honoured rite was duly paid ; 
No daring hand thy helm unlaced. 
Thy sword, thy shield, were near thee placed. 
Thy flinty couch no tear profaned. 
Without, with hostile blood 'twas stained ; 
Within, 'twas lined with moss and fern, — 
Then rest thee, Dwjeller of the Cairn ! 

" He may not rest : from realms afar 
Comes voice of battle and of war. 
Of conquest wrought with bloody hand 
On Carmel's difTsomd Jordan's strand. 
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When Odin's warlike son could daunt 
The turban'd race of Termagaunt"— 

VII. 
'' Peace/' said the Knight, '' the noble Scald 
Our warlike fathers' deeds recall'd. 
But never strove to sooth the son 
With tales of what himself had done. 
At Odin's board the bard sits high 
Whose harp ne'er stoop'd to flattery ; 
But highest he whose daring lay 
Hath dared unwelcome truths to say/'— - 
With doubtful smile young Gunnar eyed 
His master's looks, and nought replied— 
But weU that smile his master led 
To construe what he left unsaid. 
" Is it to me, thou timid youth. 
Thou fear'st to speak unwelcome truth ? 
My soul no more thy censure grieves 
Than frosts rob laurels of their leaves. 
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Say on— and yet— beware the rude 

And wild distemper of my blood ; ' 

Loth were I that mine ire should wrong 

The youth that bore my shield so. long, 

And who, in service constant still. 

Though weak in frame, art strong in will"— 

" Oh !" quoth the page, " even there depends 

My counsel— there my warning tends. 

Oft seems as of my master's breast 

Some demon were the sudden guest ; 

Then at the first misconstrued word 

His hand is on the mace and sword. 

From her firm seat his wisdom driven. 

His life to countless dangers given.--- 

O ! would that Gunnar could suffice 

To be the fiend's last sacrifice. 

So that, when glutted with my gore, 

He fled and tempted thee no more ! 
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Then waved his hand^ and shook his head^ 
The impatient. Dane, while thus He said : 
'' Profane not, youth — ^it is not thine 
To judge the spirit of our line^ 
The bold Bersorkar's rage divine. 
Through whose inspiring, deeds are wrought 
Past human strength and human thought. 
When full upon his gloomy soul 
The champion feels the influence roll. 
He swims the lake, he leaps the wall— 
Heeds not the depth, nor plumbs the fall—- 
Unshielded, mail-less, on he goes 
Singly against a host of foes ; 
Their spears he holds like wither'd reeds, 
Their mail like maiden's silken weeds ; 
One 'gainst a hundred will he strive. 
Take countless wounds, and yet survive. 
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Then rush the eagles to his cry 

Of slaughter and of victory, — 

And blood he quaffs like Odin's bowl. 

Deep drinks his sword, — deep drinks his soul; 

And all that meet him in his ire 

He gives to ruin, rout, and fire, 

Then, like gorged lion, seeks some den. 

And couches till. he's man agen.*- 

Thou know'st the signs of look and limb. 

When 'gins that rage to over-brim-— 

Thou know'st when I am moved, and why ; 

And when thou seest me roll mine eye> 

Set my teeth thus and stamp my foot. 

Regard thy safety and be mute ; 

But else, speak boldly out whate'er 

Is fitting that a knight should hear. 

I love thee, youth. Thy lay has {kower 

Upon my dark and sullen hour ;— 

So, Christian monks are wont to say. 

Demons of old were charm'd away ;— > 
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Then fear not I will rashly deem 

111 of thy speech^ whate'er the theme.*' 

IX. 

As down some strait in doubt and dread 
The watchful pilot drops the lead^ 
And^ cautious in the midst to steert 
The shoaling channel sounds with fear ; 
So, lest on dangerous ground he swerved^ 
The page his master's brow observed^ 
Pausing at intervals to fling 
. His hand on the. melodious strings 
And to his moody breast apply 
The soothing charm of harmony^ 
While hinted half^ and half exprest. 
This warning song convey'd the rest. 

1. 
" 111 fiires the bark with tackle riven^ 
And ill when on the breakers driven^— « . 



23S HAKOLD THE DAUNTLESS. CmOo llh 

111 when the stonn-sprite shrieks in air. 
And the scared mennaid tears her hair ; 
But worse when on her helm the hand 
Of some false traitor holds command. 

^* HI fares the hunting Palmer^ placed 
'Mid Hebron's rocks or Rama's waste^-— 
111 when the scorching smi is high. 
And the expected font is diy^-— 
Worse when his guide o'er sand and heath. 
The barbarous Copt, has plann'd his death. 

3. 
'^ 111 fares the knight with buckler deft. 
And ill when of his helm bereft, — 
111 when his steed to earth is flung. 
Or from his grasp his falchion wrung ; 
But worse, of instant ruin token. 
When he lists rede by woman spoken/' 
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X. 

" How now, fond boy ?— Omst thou think ill,' 
Said Harold, '' of fair MeteUU?"— 
'^ She may be fair,'' the page replied. 

As through the strings he ranged,-— 
*' She may be fair ; but y et,"'^~he cried. 

And then the strain he changed,— 

1. 
" She may be fair," he sang, « but yet 

Far fairer have I seen 
Than she, for all her locks of jet. 

And eyes so dark and sheen. 
Were I a Danish knight in arms. 

As one day I may be. 
My heart should own no foreign charms,-— 

A Danish maid for me. 
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2. 

" I love my father^s northern land. 

Where the dark pine-trees grow. 
And the bold Baltic's echoing strand 

Looks o'er each grassy oe.* 
I love to mark the lingering sun. 

From Denmark loth to go^ 
And leaving on the billows bright. 
To cheer the short-lived summer night, 

A path of ruddy glow. 

a. 

" But most the northern maid I love. 

With breast like Denmark's snow. 
And form as fair as Denmark's pine. 
Who loves with purple heath to twine 
Her locks of sunny glow ; 

« Oe, IslancL 
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And sweetly blends that shade of gold 

With the cheek's rosy hue. 
And Faith might for her mirror hold 

That eye of matchless blue. 

4. 
" 'Tis her!s the manly sports to love 

That southern maidens fear. 
To bend the bow by stream and grove. 

And lift the hunter's spear* 
She can her chosen champion's fight 

With eye undazzled see. 
Clasp him victorious from the strife. 
Or on his corpse yield up her life,-- 

A Danish maid for me !" 

X. 
Then smiled the Dane-*'^ Thou canst so weM 
The virtues of our maidens tell. 
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Half could I wish my choice had been 

Blue eyes^ and hair of golden sheen^ 

And lofty soul ;~-yet what of ill 

Hast thou to charge on Metelill ?"-— 

" On her nought," young Gunnar said, 

" But her base sire's ignoble trade. 

Her mother^ too-— the general fame 

Hath given to Jutta evil name^ 

And in her grey eye is a flame 

Art cannot hid6, nor fear can tame.— « 

That sordid woodman's peasant cot 

Twice have thine honour'd footsteps sought^ 

And twice retum'd with such ill rede 

As sent thee on some desperate deed/' — 

XL 
*' Thou errest ; Jutta wisely said^ 
He that comes suitor to a maid^ 
Ere link'd in marriage^ should provide 
Lands and a dwelling for his brid< 
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My father's by the Tyne and Wear 
I have reclaim'd.''-i-''0, all too dear. 
And all too dangerous the prize^ 
E'en were it won/'— young Gunnar cries. 
''And then this Jutta's ^sh device. 
That thou should'st seek^ a heathen Dane^ 
From Durham's priests a boon to gain^ 
When thou has led their vassals slain 
In their own halls 1" — Flash'd Harold's eye^ 
Thunder'd his voice—'' False page^ you lie ! 
The castle^ hall and tower^ is mine. 
Built by old Witikind on Tyne. 
The wild-cat will defend his den^ 
Fights for her niest the timid wren ; 
And think'st thou I'll forego my right 
For dread of monk or monkish knight ?— 
Up an^ away^ that deepening bell 
Doth of the Bishop's conclave tell. 
Thither will I^ in manner due^ 
At Jutta bade^ my claim to sue ; 
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And^ if to right me they are loth^ 
Then woe to church and chapter both !" 

Now shift the scene and let the curtain £dl^ 
And our next entry be Saint Cuthbert's haH. 
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Full many a bard hath sung the solemn gloom 

Of the long Gothic aisle and stone-ribb'd roof^ 
0'er-caa<^yftng shrine, and gorgeous tomby 

Carved scre^i, «nd altar glimmering far aloof^ 
And blending with the shade — a matchless proof 

Of high devotion, which hath now wax'd cold; 
Yet legends say, that Luxury's brute hoof 

Intruded oft within such sacred fold. 
Like step of Bel's false priest, track'd in his fane of 
old. 

Well pleased am I, howe*er, that when the route 

r 

Of our rude neighbours whilome deign'd to come, 

VOL. VIH» L 
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Uncall'd^ and eke unwelcome^ to sweep out 
And cleanse our chancel from the rags of Rome, 

They spoke not on our ancient fane the doom 
To which their bigot zeal gave o'er their own. 

But spared the martyr'd saint and storied tomb. 
Though papal mirades liad graced the stone. 

And though the aisles still loved the organ's swelling 
tone. 

And deem ndt, though 'tis now my part to paint 

A "prelate s1iv*y'd by love of power and gold. 
That ^11 who %Hi^ *he^tre of our Saint 

Like tO'toibiekfds Aldkigar I hold ; 
Since both in modern tiines and days of old 

It sate on tltoste whose virtufes might atone 
Their predecfessdrs' frailties tl»ebly told : 

Matthew and Morton we as such may 6Wn — 
And such (if fame speak truth) the honoured Bar- 
rington. 
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Bat now to eacriier and to ruder times^ 

As subject meet^ I tune my rugged rhymes^ 

Telling how fairly the chapter was met. 

And rood and books in seemly order set ; 

Huge brass-dasp'd volumes, which the hand 

Of studious priest but rarely scann'd^ 

Now on fair carvM de#k displayed, 

'Twas ihetrs the solemn scene to aid. 

O'er-head with m«ny a scutcheon graced, 

And quaint devices interlaced, 

A labyrinth of crossing rows. 

The roof in lemening arches shows ; 

Beneath its shade placed proud and high. 

With footstool and with canopy. 

Sate Aldingar, and prelate ne'er 

More haughty graced Saint Cuthbert's tihalr. 

Canons and deacons were placed below. 

In due degree and lengthened row. 
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Unmoved and silent each sate there^ 

Like image in his oaken <chair ; 

Nor head, nor hand, nor foot thiey stirr'd. 

Nor lock of hair, nor tress of beard. 

And of their eyes severe alone 

The twinkle shew'd they were not stone. 

III. 
The Prelate was to speech address'd. 
Each head sunk reverent on each breast > 
But ere his voice was heard—without 
Arose a wild, tumultuous shout 
Ofbpring of wonder mix'd with fbar) 
Such as in crowded streets we hear 
Hailing the flames, that, bursting out. 
Attract yet scare the rabble rout. 
Ere it had ceased, a giant hand 
Shook tiaken door and iron band. 
Till oak and iron both gave way, 
Clash'd the long bolts, the hinges bray, 

4 
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And ere upon angel or saint they can call^ 
Stands Harold the Dauntless in midst of the halL 

IV. 
'^ Now save ye^ my masters^ both rocket and rood. 
From Bishop with mitre to Deacon with hood ! 
For here stands Count Harold^ old Witikind's son, 
Come to sue for the lands which his ancestors won." 
The Prelate look'd round him with sore troubled eye^ 
Unwilling to grant, yet afraid to deny. 
While each Canon and Deacon who heard the Dane 

Apeak, 
To be safely at home would have fasted a week :•— 
Then Aldingar roused him and answer'd again, 
^' Thou suest for a boon which thou canst not obtain ; 
The church, hath no fiefs for an unchristen'd Dane. 
Thy father was wise, and his treasure hath given 
That the priests of a chantry might hymn him to 

heaven ; 
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And thefidbvhicbwfaikHuhepottesft'dashiscfaie, 
H&ve lapsed to the chiBBBh^ and bean granted anew 
To Anthony Conyers and Alberic Vere^ 
For the service St Cuthbert's blessed banner to bear^ 
Whem the baodaof the North oome to jG»ray theWear. 
Then disturb not «ttr consdaAre with wrangling or 

Uame, 
B«U mpeaee and in pstienoepafla hence aa ye came.'^ 

V. 

Loud Unigh'd the stem V»gm.'^" They're fiee ftom 

the care 
Of fief and oS aarvice, holih Conyers and Vere, — 
Six feet of your chancel is all they will need> 
A buckler of slone and a coralet of lead.-* 
Ho, Gunnar !-— the tdkens !-'--fand, severed anew> 
A head and a hand on the altar he threw. 
Then shudd^r'd with terror both Canoa and Monk, 
They knew the glazed eye and the countenance 

shrunk. 
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And of Anthony Conyera the half-grizzled hair. 
And the scar on the hand of Sir Alberic Vere* 
There was not a churchman or priest that was there^ 
But grew pale at the sight»and betook him to prayer. 

VI. 
Count Harold laugh'd at their looks of fear : 
^' Was this the hand should your banner bear ? 
M^as that the head should wear the casque 
In battle at the church's task ? 
Was it to such you gave the place 
Of Harold with the heavy mace ? 
Find me between the Wear and Tyne 
A kqight will wield this dub of mine^--* 
Give me my fiefs, and I wiU say 
There's wit beneath the cowl of gray. ' 
He raised it, rough with many a stain. 
Caught from crushed scull and spouting brain ; 
He wheel'd it that it shrilly sung. 
And the aides echoed as it swung. 
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Then dash'd it down with sheer descent. 

And split King Qsric's monument.— 

" How like- y^ this musie? How trow ye the hand 

That can wield such a mace may be reft of its land ? 

No answer? — I spare ye a space to agree. 

And Saint Cuthbert inspire you, a saint if he be. 

Ten strides through your chancel, ten strokes on 

your belly 
And agaial am with you^ — grave fathers, facew^" 

YIL 
He turn'd from their presence, he clash'd tbe oaic 

door. 
And the clang of his stride died away on the floor ; 
And his head from his bosom the Prelate uprears 
With a ghost-seer's look when the ghost disappears. 
" Ye priests of St Cuthbert, now give me your rede. 
For never of counsel had Bishop more need \ 
Were the arch-fiend incarnate in flesh and in bone^ 
The language, the look, and the laugh were his own. 
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In the bounds of Saint Cuthbert there is not a knight 
Dare confront in our quarrel yon goblin in fight ; 
Then rede me aright to his daim to reply^ 
'Tis unlawful to grants and 'tis death to deny." 

VIII. 
On ven'son and malmsie that morning had fed 
The Cellarer Vinsauf, 'twas thus that he said : 
'* Delay till to-morrow the Chapter's rep^; 
Let the feast be spread fidr, and the wine be pour'd 

high: 
If he's mortal he drink&— if he drinks, he is ours— 
His bracelets of iron, — ^his bed in our towers."— 
This man had a laughing eye. 
Trust not, friends, when such you spy ; 
A beaker's depth he well could drain. 
Revel, sport, and jest amain^- 
The haunch of the deer and the grape's bright dye 
Never bard loved them better than I ; 

l2 
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But soonev than Vinsauf fiU'd me my vine^ 

Patt'd me his jest, and kmgbed at mine. 

Though the buck were of Bearpavk^ of Boardeaux 

die vine» 
With the dullest hermit I'd rather dine 
On an oaten cake and a draught of the Tyne. 

IX. 

Walwayn the Leeob spoke next— he knew 
Each plant tliat loves the sun and dew. 
But special those whose juice can gain 
Dominion o*er the blood and brain; 
The peasant who saw him by pi^e moonbettn 
Gathering such herbs by bank and stream, 
Deem'd his thin lltHrm and soundless tread 
Were those of wanderer from the dead.*- 
" Vinsauf^ thy wine/' he said, ** hath^ powe», 
Oiir gyves are heavy, stnmg our lower ; 
Yet three drops from this fiask of mine. 
More strong than dungeons, gyves, or wine. 
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Shall give him prifloa under gpoand 

More dark, more narrow, more profound. 

Short rede, good rede, let Harold have"— 

A dog's death and a heathen's grave."r— 

I have lain on a sick man's bed. 

Watching for hours for the leech's tread. 

As if I deem'd that his presence alone 

Were of power to bid my pain begone ; 

I have listed his words of comfort given. 

As if to oracles from heaven ; 

I have counted his steps from my chamber door. 

And bless'd them when they were heard no more ; — 

But sooner than Walwayn my sick couch should 

nigh^ 
My choice were by leech^craft unaided to die. 

X. 

" Such service done in fervent zeal 
The Cburci^ may pardon and conceal," 
The doubtful Prelate said, '' but ne'er 
The counfi^ ^i^ %h» t^ should be«t^->* 
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Anselm of Jarronr, ackise us now. 

The stamp of wisdom is on thy brow ; 

Thy days^ thy nights in cloister pent^ 

Are still to mystic learning lent ;— - 

Anslem of Jarrow^ in thee is my hQpe, 

Thou well canst give counsel to Prelate or Pope. 

XL 
Answer'd the Priori— ^^'Tis wisdom^s use 
Still to delay what we dare not refuse ; 
Ere granting the boon he comes hither to ask^ 
Shape for the giant gigantic task ; 
Let us -see how a step so sounding can tread 
In paths of darkness, danger^ and dread ; 
He may not^ he will not^ impugn our decree^ 
That calls but for proof of his chivalry. 
And were Guy to return^ or Sir Bevis the Strong, 
Our wilds have adventure might camber them long — 
The castle of Seven Shields"— »^' Kind Anselm, na 

more! 
The step of the Pagan aj^voaehes the door. 
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The churdunen were hush'd — In his mantle of skin^ 

With his mace on his shoulder. Count Harold strode in. 

There was foam on his lip, there was fire tn his eye. 

For, chafed by attendance, his fury was nigh. 

'^ Ho ! Bishop/' he said, ^' dost thou grant me my 

claim ^ 

» 
Or must I assert it by falchion and flame ?" 

XII. 
" On thy suit, gallant Harold," the Bishop replied 
In accents which trembled, " we might not decide, 
Untilproof of your strei^th and your valonrwe saw — 
'Tis not that we doubt them, but such is the law.*^ — 
"And would you, Sir Prelate> have Harold make sport 
For the cowls and the shavdings that herd in thy 

court ? 
Say what shall he do?— From the shrine shall he tear 
The lead bier of thy patron abd heave it in air. 
And through the long channel make Cuthbert take 

wing, 
With the speed of a bullet dismiss'd from the sling ?" 
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" Nay^ spare such probation/' %ke CeUarer a^id. 
From the mouth of our minstr^ thy task diall be 

rea^ 
While the wine sparkles Ugh in the goblet of gdd^ 
And the revel is loudest^ thy task shall be told ; 
And thyself, gallant Harold^ shaU, hearing it, tell 
That the Bishap^his cVwla> and his shavelings^ meant 

weU." 

XIII. 
Loud revell'd the guaats, and the goblets loud rang. 
But louder the minstrel, Hugh MeuQviUa, sang ; 
And Harold, the hurry and prid^ o£ whose soul. 
E'en wheu verging %Q fury, owii'd mttsi<^s oontroul, 
Still bent on the harper bis broad sable aye. 
And often untasted the goblet pass'd by ; 
Than wine, or thap wa^saQ^ to him was more dear 
The ininstrel'a high tal^ pf ^chimtment to hear ; 
Aud th^ Bishop that day wgbt of Vinsauf complain 
That his art had but wasted his wine-caaks in' vain. 



1 
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XIV. 
ir^e tf aMc of 4e ftebnt l^iclHf ♦ 

A BALLAD^ 

Tms Dniid Urien had daughters seven. 
Their skill could call the moon from heaven ; 
So fair their forms and so high their fame. 
That seven proud kings for their suil»rs cwme. 

• 
King Madnr and Rhys came from Powia and Walies, 

Uaduxm waa their hair, and unpruned were their 

nails; 
From Stmth Clwyde OMoie Evain, and Ewain vas 

lame. 
And th^ sed^beardad Donald from Galloway oanst • 

Lot, King of Lodon, waa hunch-baok'd from youth ; 
Dunmail of Cumbria had never a tooth ; 
But Addf o£ Baiiyi>rough, Northumbefland'a heir. 
Was gay and was galho^t, was young and was fair. 
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There was strife 'mongst the sisters^ for each one 

would have 
For husband King Adolf, the gallant and brave. 
And envy bred hate, and hate urged them to blows. 
When the firm earth was cleft, and the Arch-fiend 

arose! 

He swore to the maidens their wish to fulfil— 
They swore to the foe they would work by his will. 
A spindle and distaff to each hath he given, 
*^ Now hearken my spell," said the Outcast of heaven. 

^ Ye shall ply these spindles at midnight hour. 

And for every spindle shall rise a tower. 

Where the right shall be ^ble, the wrong shaH 

have power. 
And there shall ye dwell with your paramour." 

Beneath the pale moonlight they sate on the woM, 
And the rhimes which they diaunted must never be 
told; 
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And aa the blaek wool from the distaff they sped^ 
With blood from their bosom they moisten'd the 
thread. 

As light danced the spindles beneath the cold gleam^ 
The castle arose like the birth of a dream — 
The seven towers ascended likemist from the ground^ 
Seven portals defend them^ seven ditches surround. 

Within that dread castle seven monarchs were wed. 
But six of the seven ere the morning lay dead ; 
With their eyes all. on fire, and their daggers all red. 
Seven damsels surround the Northumbrian's bed. 

" Six kingly bridegrooms to^ death wb have done> 
Six gallant kingdoms King Adolf hath won> 
Six lovely brides* all h^ pleasure to do. 
Or the bed of the seventh shall be husbandless too." 

Well chanced it that Adolf the night when he wed 
Had confess'd and had sain'd him ere boune to h^ 
bed; 
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He sprimg from the eoucb 49d hk broad sward he 

drew^ 
And there the seven daughters of Urien he slew. 

The gate of the caatle he bolted and seai'd. 
And hung o'er each arch«9tone a crows and a ^ield ; 
Ta the ceUs of St Dujastan then wended his way^ 
And 4i^ in. hia cloister an anchorite grey. 

Seven monarchs' wealth in that castle lies stow'd. 
The foul fiends brood o'er them like raven and toad. 
Whoever Aall guesten these chambers within. 
From curfew till matins, that treasure shall win. 

But manhood grows faint as the world waxes old 1 
There liv^s not in Britain a champicm so bold. 
So dauntless of heart, and so |irudent of brain. 
As tOi daire the adventure that treasure t6 gain. 

The waftte ridge of Cheviot shall wave with the rye, 
Belcxre the Tv4e Scets shall Northumberland fly. 
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And the flint clifls of Bambro' shall melt in the sun. 
Before that adventure be peril'd and won. 

XV. 

*' And is this my probation ?" wild Harold he said, 
'' Within a lone castle to pre&s a lone bed?— 
Good even, my Lord Bishop, — Saint Cuthbcort to 

borrow. 
The Castle of Seven Shields receives me to-morrow/' 



END OF CANTO FOURTH. 
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« 
CANTO FIFTH. 



I. 

Denmark's sage ccmrti«r to her princely yottth^ 

Grantiiig his doud an ouz^l or tt *^hiAe^ 
Spoke^ though unwittmgly, a partial trulAi ; 

For Phantasy emliirroiders Nati^^s ^eil. 
The tints of ruddy eve, or dawning ))ale. 

Of the ttwart thunder^^lotfd, dr bQ vet haise. 
Are but the ground-wofrk of ike rich di^l 

Which Phantasy irith jpmcil ««rild ponitrays, 
Blendh^^ha^seema andis; in^^he Mq^mw^^s^giufie. 
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Nor are the stubborn forms of earth and stone 

Less to the Sorceress's empire given : 
For not with misubstantial hues alone^ 

Caught from the VBxyimg surge^ or vacant heaven. 
From bursting sunbeam, or from flashing levin. 

She littms her pictures^-on the earth, as air. 
Arise her castles^ and her car is driven ; 

And never gazed the eye on scene so fair. 
But of its boasted charms fancy gave halt the share. 

IL 
Up a wild pass went Harold, bent to prove, 

Hugh Meneville, the adventure of thy lay ; 
Gunnar pursued his steps in faith and love. 

Ever companion of his master's way. 
Midward their path, a rock (^granite grey 

From the adjoimqg diff had roBtdie descent,— 
A barren mass— yet widi her drooping spray 

Had a young birch^-tree crown'd its battlement. 
Twisting her fibrous roots dirough cranny, flaw, and 
rent. 
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This rock and tree could Gunnar's thought engage 

Till Fancy brought the tear-drop to his eye^ 
And at liis master ask'd the timid page^ 

" What is the emblem that a bard should spy 
In that rude rock and its green canopy ?" 

And Harold said> " Like to the helmet brave 
Of warrior slain in fight it seems to lie^ 

And these same droo{>ing boughs do o'er it wave 
Not all unlike the plume his lady's &vour gave." 

'* Ah^ no !" replied the page ; ** the ill-starr'd love 

Of some poor maid is in the emblem shewn^ 
Whose fates are with scHue hero's interwove. 

And rooted on a heart to love unknown : 
And as the gentle dews of heaven alone 

Nourish those drooping boughs^ and as the scathe 
Of the red lightning rends both tree and stone^ 

So fares it with her unrequited faiths— 
Her sole relief is tears — ^her only refuge death." 

VOL. VIII. M 
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III. 

'* Thou art a fond fantastic boy/' 
Harold replied, ** to females coy^ 

Yet prating still of love ; 
Even so amid the clash of war 
I know thou lovest to keep alar. 
Though destmed by thy evil star 

With one lik^ me to rove. 
Whose business and whose joys are found 
Upon the bloody battle-ground. 

Yety foolish trembler as thou art. 
Thou hast a nook -of my rude heart. 
And thou and I will never part ; — 
Harold would wrap the world in flame 
Ere injury on Gunnar came." 

IV. 

The grateful page made no reply. 
But tum'd to heaven his gentle eye. 



tf 
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And clasp'd his hands, as one who said, 
'' My toils — mj wanderings are o'erpaid ! 
Then in a gftyeri lighter strain, 
Compell'd himself to speech again ; 

And, as they flow'd along. 
His words tools cadence soft and slow. 
And liquid, Hke dissolving snow. 

They melted into song. 



V. 

'* What though through fields of carnage wide 
I may not follow Harold's stride. 
Yet who with faithful Gunnar's pride 

Lord Harold's feats can see ? 
And dearer than the couch of pride 
He loves the bed of grey wolfs hide, 
When slumbering by Lord Harold's side 

In forest, field, or lea." 



Z6fi HAROLD THE DAUNTLESS. Canto V. 



VI. 

'' Break ofF!" said Harold^ in a tone 
Where hurry and surprise were shown. 
With some slight touch of fear, — 
' ^< Break ofi; we are not here alone ; 
A Palmer form comes slowly on ! 
By cowl, and staff, and mantle known. 

My monitor is near. 
Now mark him, Gunnar, heedfiiUy ; 
He pauses by the blighted tree-i— 
Dost see him, youth ?— Thou could'st not see 
When in the vale of Oalilee 
I first beheld his form. 
Nor when we met that other while 
In Cephalonia's rocky isle. 

Before the fearful storm,-^ 
Dost see him now ?"— The page, distraught 
With terror, answer'd, " I see nought, 
And there is nought to see. 
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Save that the oak's scathed boughs fling down 
Upon the path a shadow brown. 
That, like a pilgrim's dusky gown^ 
Waves with the waving tree." 

VII. 
Count Harold gazed upon the oak 
As if his eye-strings would have broke. 

And then resolvedly said,—- 
*' Be what it will, yon phantom grey. 
Nor heaven, nor hell^ shall ever say 
That for their shadows from his way 

Count Harold tum'd dismay'd : 
I'll speak hixp^ though his accents fill 
My heart with that unwonted thrill 

Which vulgar minds call fear. 
I will subdue it !"-*Forth he strode. 
Paused where the blighted oak-tree show'd 
Its sabl& shadow on the road, 
Andy folding on his bosom broad 

His arms, said, '' Speak— I hear." 
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VIIL 
The Deep Voice said^ '' O wild of will^ 
Furious thy purpose to fulfiL*- 
Heart-sear'd and Unrepentant stilly 
How long, O Harold, shall thy tread 
Disturb the skimbers of the dead ? 
Each step in thy wild way thou makest 
The ashes of the dead thou wakest ; 
And shout in triumph o'er thy pi^ 
The fiends of bloodshed and of wrath* 
In this thioe hour, yet turn and hear ! 
For life is brief, and judgment near." 

IX. 

Then ceased The Voice.— The Dane replied 

In tones where awe and inborn pride 

For mastery strove,—" In vain ye chide 

The wolf for ravaging the fiock. 

Or with its hardness taunt the roek,— 

I am as they-— my Danish strain 

Sends streams of fire through every vein. 
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Amid thy realms of goule and ghost, 
Say« is the fame of Erick lost ? 
Or Witikind's the Waster, known 
Where &ne or spoil was to be wcm ; 
Whose galleys ne'er bore off a shore 

They left not black with flame ?— 
He was' my sire, — and, sprung of him. 
That rover merciless and grim. 

Can I be soft and tame ? 
Part hence, and with my crimes no more upbraid me, 
I am that Waster's son, and am but what he made me." 

X. 

The Phantom groan'd; — ^the mountain shook around. 
The faun and wild-doe started at the sound. 
The gorse and fern did wildly round them wave. 
As if some sudden storm the impulse gave. 
*' All thou hast said is truth— -Yet on the head 
Of that bad sire let not the charge be laid. 
That he, like thee, with unrelenting pace. 
From grave to cradle ran the evil race : — 
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Relentless in }ii8 avarice and ire^ 
Churches and towns he gave to sword and fire ^ 
Shed blood like water^ wasted every land^ 
Like the destroying angel's burning brand; 
Fulfiird whate'er of ill might be invented^ 
Yes<*all these things he did— he did, but he re- 
pented ! 
Perchance it is part of his punishment still. 
That his offspring pursues his example of ill. 
But thou, when thy tempest of wrath shall next 

shake thee. 
Gird thy loins for resistance, my son, and awake thee; 
If thou yield'st to thy fury, how tempted soever. 
The gate of repentance shall ope for thee never !" 

XL 
** Heisgone," saidLordHarold,andgazedashe spoke; 
* There isnought on the path buttlie shade of theoak, — 
He is gone, whose strange presence my feeling op- 

press'd. 
Like the night-hag that sits on the slumberer's breast 
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My heart beats as thick as a fugitive's tread^ 
And cold dews drop from my brow and my head. — 
Ho ! Gunnar^ the flasket yon ahnoner gave ; 
He said that three drops would recall from the grave. 
For the first time Count Harold owns leech-craft has 

power. 
Or, his courage to aid, lacks the juice of a flower I" — 
The page gave the flasket, which Walwayn had GlVd 
With the juice of wild roots that his art had distilled — 
So baneful their influence on all that had breath. 
One drop had been frenzy, and two had been death. 
Harold took it, but drank not ; for jubilee shrill. 
And music and clamour, were heard on the hill. 
And down the steep pathway, o'er stockand o'er stone. 
The train of a bridal came blithesomely on ; 
There was song, there was pipe, there was timbrel, 

and still 
The burden was, " Joy to the fair Metelill !" 

m2 
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xir. 

Harold might see from his high stance. 
Himself unseen, that train advance 

With mirth and melodj ;«— 
On horse and foot a mingled throng. 
Measuring their steps to hridal song 

And hridal minstrelsy ; 
And ever when the blithesome rout 
Lent to the song their choral shout. 
Redoubling echoes roU'd about. 
While echoing cave and diff sent out 

The answering symphony. 
Of all those mimic notes which dwell 
In hollow rock and sounding dell. 

XIII. 
Joy shook his torch above the band. 
By many a various passion fann'd ; — 
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As elemental sparks can feed 

On essence pure and coarsest weed^ 

Gentle, or stormy, or refined, 

Joy takes the colours of the mind. 

Lightsome and pure, but unrepress'd. 

He fired the bridegroom's gallant breast ; 

More feebly strove with maiden fear. 

Yet still joy glimmer*d through the tear 

On the bride's blushing cheek, that shows 

Like dew-drop on the budding rose ; 

While Wulfstane's gloomy smile declared 

The joy that selfish avarice shared. 

And pleased revenge and malice high 

Its semblance took in Jutta's eye. 

On dangerous adventure sped. 

The witch deem'd Harold with the dead. 

For thus that mom her Demon said : — 

" If, ere the set of sim, be tied 

The knot 'twixt bridegroom and his bride, * 
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The Dane shall have no power of ill 

O'er William and o'er Metelill." 

And the pleased witch made answer^ '' Then 

Must Harold have pass'd from the paths of men ! 

Evil repose may his spirit have> — 

May hemlock and mandrake find root in his grave^^ 

May hb death«sleep be dogg'd by dreams of dismay^ 

And his waking be worse at the answering day V--^ 

XIV. 

Such was their various mood of glee 
Blent in one shout of ecstacy. 
But still when joy is brimming highest^ 
Of sorrow and misfortune nighest^ 
Of Terror with her ague cheeky 
And lurking Danger^ sages speak : — 
These haunt each paih^ but chief they lay 
Their snares beside the primrose way. — 
Thus found that bridal band their path . 
Beset by Harold in his wrath. 
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Trembling beneath bis maddening niood, 
High on a rock the giant stood ; 
His shout was like the doom of death 
Spoke o'er their heads that pass'd beneath. 
His destined victims might not spy 
The reddening terrors oi his eye, — 
The frown of rage that writhed his face. 
The lip that foam'd like boar's in chase ; — 
But all could see-;rpand9 seeing, all 
Bore back to shun the threatened fall, — 
The fragment which their giant foe 
Rent from the difF and heaved to throw. 

XV. 

Backward they bore ; — yet are there two 

For battle who prepare : 
No pause of dread Lord William knew 

Ere his good blade was bare ; 
And Wulfstane bent his fatal yew. 
But ere the silken cord he drew. 
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As hurl'd firom Heda's thunder, flew 

That ruin through the air ! — 
Full on the outlaVs firont it came. 
And all that late had human name. 
And human face, and human frame. 
That lived, an^ moved, and had free will 
To chuse the path of good or ill. 

Is to its reckoning gone ; 
And nought of Wul&tane rests behind. 

Save that beneath that stone. 
Half-buried in the dinted day, 
A red and shapeless mass there laj. 

Of mingled flesh and bone ! 

XVI. 

As from the bosom of the sky 

The eagle darts amain. 
Three bounds from yonder summit high 

Placed Harold on the plain. 
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As the scared wild-fowl scream and fly. 

So fled the bridal train ; 
As 'gainst the eagle's peerless might 
The noble falcdn dares the fight. 

But dares the fight in vain. 
So fought the bridegroom ; firom his hand 
The Dane's rude mace has struck his brand. 
Its glittering fragments strew the sand. 

Its lord lies on the plain. 
Now, Heaven ! take noble William's part. 
And melt that yet unmelted heart. 
Or, ere his bridal hour depart. 

The hapless bridegroom's slain ! ' 

xvir. 

' Count Harold's frenzied rage is high. 
There is a death-fire in his eye, 
Deep furrows on his brow are trench'd. 
His teeth are set, his hand is clench'd. 
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The foam upon his lip is white. 

His deadly arm is up to smite ! 

But, as the mace aloft he swung. 

To stop the blow young Guiftiar sprung. 

Around his master's knees he clung. 

And cried, '^ In mercy spare ! 
O, think upon the words of fear 
Spoke by that visionary Seer, 
The crisis he foretold is here,— 

Grant mercy,-^— or despair !" 
This word supended Harold's mood. 
Yet still with arm upraised he stood. 
And visage like the headsman's xude 

That pauses for the sign. 
" O mark thee with the blessed rood/' 
The page implor^ ; " Speak word of good. 
Resist the fiend, or be subdued !"-^ 

He sign'd the cross divine--* 
Instant his eye hath human light, 
Less red, less keen, less fiercely bright ; 
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|iiB brow relax'd the obdurate frown. 
The fatal mace sinks gently down. 

He turns and strides away ; 
Yet oft, like revellers who leave 
Unfinish'd feast, looks back to grieve. 
As if repenting the reprieve 

He granted to his prey. 
Yet still of forbearance one sign hath he given. 
And fierce Witikind's son made one step towards 
heaven. 

XVIII. 

But though his dreaded footsteps part. 
Death is behind and shakes his dart ; 
Lord William on the plain is lying, 
Beside him Metelill seems dying ! — 
Bring odours — essences in haste— 
And lo ! a flasket richly chased,—* 
But Jutta the elixir proves 
Ere pouring it for those she loves— 
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Then Walwayn's potion .was not wasted^ 
For when three drops the hag had tasted^ 

So dismal was her yell. 
Each bird of evil omen woke. 
The raven gave his &tal croak. 
And shriek'd the night-crow from the oak. 
The screech-owl from the thicket broke. 

And flutter'd down the dell ! 
So fearful was the sound and stem. 
The slumbers of the full-gorged erne 
Were startled, and fromiurze and fern 

Of forest and of fell. 
The fox and famish'd wolf replied, 
(For wolves then prowl'd the Cheviot side,) 
From mountain head to moimtain head 
The unhallow'd sounds around were sped ; 
But when their latest echo fled. 
The sorceress on the ground lay dead. 
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XIX. 

Such was the scene of blood and woes^' 
With which the bridal morn arose 

Of William and of Metelill ; 
But oft^ when dawning 'gins to spread^ 
The summer-mom peeps dim and red 

Above the eastern hill. 
Ere, bright and fair, upon his road 
The King of splendour walks abroad ; 
So, when this cloud ^d pass'd away. 
Bright was the noon-tide of their day. 
And all serene its setting ray. 
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CANTO SIXTH. 



A^ELL do I hope that this my minstrel tale 

Will tempt no traveller from southern fields^ 
Whether in tilbury, barouche, or mail. 

To view the Castle of these Seven proud Shields. 
Small confirmation its condition yields 

To Meneville's high lay, — No towers are seen 
On the wild heath, but those that Fancy builds. 

And, save a fosse which tracks the moor with green. 
Is nought remains to tell of what may there have been. 

And yet grave authors, with the no small waste 
Of their grave time, have dignified the spot 



^ 
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By theories^ to prove the fortress placed 

By Roman bands^ to curb the invading Scot. 

•Hutchinson, Horsley, Camden, I might quote. 
But rather chuse the theory less civil 

Of boors, who, origin of things forgot. 
Refer still to the origin of evil, 

And for their master-mason chuse that master-fiend 
the Devil. 

IL 
Therefore, I say, it was on fiend^built towers 

That stout Count Harold bent his wondering gaze. 
When evening dew was on the heather flowers. 

And the last sunbeams bade the mountain blase, 
Aiid tinged the battlements of other days 

With a bright level light ere sinking down.-^ 
Illumined thus, the dauntless Dane surveys 

The Seven proud Shields that o'er the portal frown, 

Andontheitblazonstrabed high knarksof oldrenown, 

8 
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A wolf North Wales had on his armour-coat. 

And Rhys of Powis-land a couchant stag ; 
Strath-Clwyd's strange emblem was a strandedboat^ 

Donald of Galloway a trotting nag ; 
A corn-sheaf gilt was fertile Lodon's brag ; 

A dqdgeon-dagger was by Dunmail wom ; 
Northumbrian Adolf gave a sea-beat crag 

Surmounted by a cross— such signs were borne 
Upon these antique shields, all wasted now and wom. 

III. 
These scann'd. Count Harold sought the casde-door. 

Whose ponderous bolts were rusted to decay ; 
Yet till that hour adventurous knight forbore 

The unobstructed passage to essay. 
More strong than armed warders in array. 

And obstacle more sure than bolt or bar, 
Sate in the portal Terror and Dismay, 

While Superstition, who forbade to war 

VOL. VIII. N 
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With foM of <»dier mould than mortal day^ 

Cast spalls acrossthegate,and h&fA the onward way. 

Vain now those spells'-— for soon with heavy dank 

The feebly^-fasten'd gate was inward push'd, 
Andy as tt oped, through that emUazon'd rank 

Of antique shields tfie wind of evening rush'd 
With sound most like a groan, and then was hush'd. 

Is hone who on such spot such sounds could hear 
But to his heart the blood had faster rush'd. 

Yet to bold Harold's breast that throb was dear — 
It spoke of danger nigh, but had no touch of fear. 

IV. 
Yet Harold and his pi^ no sigm have traced 

Within the- castle that of danger showM ; 
For still the'lialls and courts were wild and waste. 

As through their precincts the adventurers trode. 
The seven huge towers rose stately, tall, and broad. 

Each tower presenting <o their scrutiny 
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A hall in which a king might make abode. 

And fast beside, garniah'd botib proitd and hi^. 
Was placed a bower for rest in which a king might 
lie. 

As if a biidal there of late had been, 

Deck'd stood the table in each gorgeous hall ; 
And yet it was two hundred years» I wveen. 

Since date of that unhailow'd festivaL 
Flagons, and ewers, and standing cups, were all 

Of tamish'd gold,, or silver nothing clear. 
With throne b^lt, and canopy of palL 

And tapestry clothed die walla with fragments 
sear,— 
Frail as the apidier's meshdidf^t rich woof appedr. 

V. 

In every bower, as round a hearse, was hung 
A dusky crimson curtain o'er the bed. 

And on each qouch in ghastly wise were flung 
The wasted reliques of a monarch dead ; 
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Barbaric ornaments around were spread. 

Vests twined with gold, and chains of precious 
stone. 

And golden circlets, meet for monarch's head ; 
While grinn'd^as if in scorn amongst them thrown. 

The wearer's fleshless scull, alike widi dust bestrowui 

For these were they who, drunken with delight. 

On pleasure's opiate pillow laid their head. 
For whom' the bride's shy footstep, slow and light. 

Was changed ere morning to the murderer's tread. 
For human bliss and woe in the frail thread 

Of human life are all so closely twined. 
That till the shears of fate the texture shred. 

The close succession cannot be disjoin'd. 
Nor dare we firom one hour judge that which comes 
behind. 

VI. 

But where the work of vengeance had been done, 

In that seventh chamber, was a sterner sight ; 
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There of the witch-hrides lay each skeleton. 
Still in the posture as to death when dight. 

For this lay prone, by one blow slain outright ; 
And that, as one who struggled long in dying ; 

One bony hand held knife as if to smite ; 
One bent on fleshless knees as mercy crying ; 

One lay across the dopr,.as kiU'd iii act of flying. 

The stem Dane smiled this chamd-house to see,—- 

For his chafed thought retum'd to Metelill ;— 
And " Well,'' he said, *' hath woman's perfidy^ 

Empty as,air, as water volatile. 
Been here avenged.— -TSe origin of ill 

Through woman rose, the Christian doctrine saith ; 
Nor deem I, Gunnar, that thy minstrel skill 

Can show exfunple where a woman's 'breath 
Hath made a true-love vow, and, tempted, kept her 
faith." 
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VII. 

The minstxel boy haii smiled^ half sigh'd. 
And his hal£-filiiilg eyes he dried. 
And said, " The theme I should but wrong. 
Unless it were my dying song, 
(Our Scalds have said in dying hour 
The Northern harp has treble power,) 
Eke could I tell of woman's faith 
Defying danger, scorn, and death. 
Firm was that laith,-— as diamond stone 
Pure and unflaw'd,— her love unknown. 
And unrequited ;«^ilrm and pure. 
Her stainless faith could all endure ; 
From clime to ^m^-^f^om place to place,-*«» 
Through'want, and danger, and disgrace, 
A wanderer's wayward steps ooiild trace.*->* 
All this she did, and guerdon none 
Required, save that her burial-stone 
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Should nmke at lengtli the secret known. 
Thus hath a faiihliil wointan done.-<- 
Not in each breast sudi truth is laid. 
But Eivir was'a Danish maid." 

VIIL 
" Thou art a wild enthusiast/' said 
Count Harold, '' fat thy Danish maid; 
And yet^ young Ounnar, I will own 
tier's were a faith to rest upon. 
But Eivir sleeps beneath her stone. 
And all resembling her are gone. 
What maid e'er showed such constancy 
In plighted &ith, like thine to me ? 
But couch thee, boy ; the darksome shade 
Falls thickly round, nor be dismay'd 

Because the dead are by. 
. They were as we ; our little day 
O'erspenti and we shall be as they. 
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Yet near me^ Gunnar, be thou laid^ 

Thy couch upon my mantle made. 

That thou mayst think, should fear invade^ 

Thy master slumbers nigh." 
Thus couch'd they in that dread abode. 
Until the beams of dawiiing glow'd* 

IX. 
An altetf d man Lord Harold rose. 
When he beheld that dawn unclose-— 

There's trouble in his eyes. 
And traces on his brow and cheek 
Of mii^led awe and wonder speak : 

" My page," he said, " arise ;— 
Leave we this place, my page«''»-NQr more 
He utter'd till the castle-door 
They cross'd — but there he paused and said, 
" My wildness hath awaked the dead— • 

Disturbed the sacred tomb !— 
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Methougfat thii night I stood on high 
Where JHeda roars in middle sky, 
Andiaher cavem'd gulpbs could spy 

The central place of .doom ! 
And there before wy mortal eye 
Souls.oftbe dead came flitting by. 
Whom .fiends, with many a fiendish cry. 

Bore, to that evil den I 
My eyes grew dizzy, and my brain. 
Was wilder'd, as the elvish train. 
With shriek and howl, dragg'd on amain 

Those who had late been men. 

X. 

'^ With hagwrd eyes and streaming hair, 
^^ Jutta, the Soiceress, was there, 
Andth^re^pass'd Wulfstane, lately slain. 
All crush'd and foul with bloody stain.— 
More had. I seeuy but that uprose 
A whirlwind wild, and swept the snows ; 
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And with such sound as when at need 

A champion spurs his horse to speedy 

Three armed knights ru^ an; who lead 

Caparison'd a sahle steed. 

Sable their harness> and fiiere came 

Through their closed visors sparks of flame. 

The first proclaim'd in sounds of fbar^ 

' Harold the Dauntless^ welcome here T 

The next cried ' Jubilee ! we've won 

Count Witikind the Waster's son !' 

And the third rider sternly spoke^ 

' Mounts in the name of Zernebock !— » 

From us, O Harold, were thy powers,— 

Thy strength, thy dauntlessness, are ours ; 

Nor think, a vassal thou of hell. 

With hell canst? 8trive«' The fiend spoke true ! 

My inmoat soul the tsnmmons knew. 

As captKves know the knell. 
That says the faeadsnmn's sword is bare, 
/ And with an accent of despair 

Commands them quit their cell. 
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I felt resistanoe uras in vain. 

My foot hid that feU stirrup ta'en^ 

My hand was on the i&tal mane^ 

When to my rescue sped 
That Palmex'ai visiaDary form^ 
And—like the passing of a storm— 

The demons yeU'd and fled 1 

XL 
" His sable oo vl, flung badk, reveal'd 
The features it before oonceal'd ; 

And, Qtaaxkm, I could find 
In him whose ooimsda strove to stay 
So oft my course on wflful way. 

My father Witikind ! 
Doom'd for his sms, and doom'd for mine^ 
A wanderer upon earth to pine 
Until his son shall turn to grace. 
And smooth for him a regting-plao* i*- 
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Gunnar, he must not haunt in vain 

This world of wretdiedness and pain : 

I'll tame my wilfiil heart to live 

In peace— to pity and forgive— 

And thou^ for so the vision said^ 

Must in thy Lord's repmtance aid. 

Thy mother was a prophetess^ 

He said^ who by her skill could guess 

How dose the fiital textures join 

Which knit thy thread of life with mine ; 

Then^ dark^ he hinted of disguise 

She framed to eheat too curious eyes^ 

That not a moment might divide 

Thy fated footsteps from my side. 

Methought^ while 'thus my sire did teach^ 

I caught the meaning of his speech^ 

Yet seems its purport doubtful now."— • 

His hand then sought his thoughtful brow«p— 

Then first he mark'd, that in the tower 

His glove was left at waking hour. 
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XIL 

TrembHng at firsts and deadly pale^ 

« 

Had Gunnar heard the vbion'd tale ; 
But when he leam'd the dubious dose. 
He blush'd like any opening rose. 
And, glad to hide his tell-tale cheek. 
Hied back that glove .of mail to seek ; 
When soon a shriek of deadly dread 
Summoned his rnast^^ to his aid. 

XIII. 
What sees Count Harold in that bower. 

So late his resting-place ? — 
The semblance of the Evil Power, 

Adored by all his race ! 
Odinn in living form stood there. 
His cloak the spoils of Polar bear ; 
For plumy crests a meteor shed 
Its gloomy radiance o'er his head. 
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Yet veil'd its hagard majesty 
To the wild lightnings of his eye. 
Such height was his^ «s when in stone > 
O'er Upsal's giant altar ^own ; 

So flow'd his hoary beard ; 
Such was his lance of mountain-pine^ 
So did his sevenfold buckler shine ; 

But when his voice he rear'd. 
Deep, without harshness^ slow and strong. 
The powerful accents roll'd along. 
And, while he spoke, his hand was laid. 
On captive Gunnar's shrinking head. 

XIV. 
'' Harold," he said, ** idiat rage is thine 
To quit the worship of thy line. 
To leave thy Warrior God i^— 
With me is glory or disgrace. 
Mine is the onset and the dbase. 
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Embattled hosts before my face 

Are withered by a nod. 
Wilt thou then fbrleit that high seat^ 
Deserved by maeaf a dauntless fiite 
Among the heroes of thy line, 

Eric and fiery Thorarine ? 

Thou wilt not Only I can give 

The joys for whidi the valiant live. 

Victory and vengeance-*-only I 

Can give the joys for which they die,— 

The immortal tilt—the banquet full. 

The brimming draught from foeman'a sculL 

Mine art thou, witness this thy glove. 

The faithful pledge of vassal's love." 

XV. 

'' Tempter,** said Harold, firm of heart, 
" I charge thee hence ! whate'er thou art, 
I do defy thee^-and resist 
The kindling frenzy of my breast. 
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Waked by thy words ; and of my mail 
Nor glove^ nor buckler^ splent^ nor nail. 
Shall rest with thee— that youth release. 
And God, or Demon, part in peace."— 
" Eivir,*' the Shape replied, " is mine, 
Mark'd in the birth-hour with xdj sign. 
Think'st thou that priest with drops of spray 
Could wash that blood-red mark away ? 
Or that a borrow'd sex aiid name 
Can abrogate a Godhead's claim ?" — 
Thrill'd this strange speech through Harold's brain, 
He dench'd his teeth in high disdain. 
For not his new-bom &ith subdued 
Some tokens of his ancient mood.-— 
" Now, by the hope so lately given 
Of better trust and purer heaven, 
I will assail thee, fiend !" — Then rose 
His mace, and with a storm of blows 
The mortal and the demon dose. 

1 
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XVI. 

Smoke roU'd above^ fire flash'd around^ 
Darken'd the sky and shook the ground'; 

But not the artillery of hell^ 
The bickering lightning, nor the rock 
Of turrets to the earthquake's shock. 

Could Harold's courage quell. 
Sternly the Dane his purpose kept, 

* 

And blows on blows resistless heap'd. 

Till quail'd that demon form. 
And—- for his power to hurt or kill 
Was bounded by a higher will — 

Evanished in the storm. 
Nor paused the Champion of the North, 
But raised, and bore his Eivir forth 
From that wild scene of fiendish strife. 
To light, to liberty, and life I 
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XVII. 

He placed her on a bank of moss^ 

A silver runnel bubbled by^ 
And new-bom thoughts his soul engross^ 
And tremors yet unknown across 

His stubbMn sinews Hj^ 
The while with timid hand the dew 
Upon her brow and neck he threw. 
And mark'd how life with rosy hue 
On her pale cheek revived anew> 

And gliBunier'd in her eye. 
Inly he said^ " That silken tress. 
What blindness mine that could not guess. 
Or how could page's ru£^;ed dress 

That bosom's pride bdie ? 
Oj dull of heart, throu^^ wild and wave 
In search of blood and death to rave. 
With such a partner nigh !" 
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XVIII. 
Then in the minor'd pool he peered. 
Blamed hi»<FOttgh locks and shaggy beard^i 
The stains of recent conflict dear'di*- 

And thus the Champion pfoved. 
That he fears now who nev^ fear'd^ 

And loves who never loved. 
And Eivir— life is on her cheek. 
And yet she will not move or speak. 

Nor will her eye-lid fally ope ; 
Perchance it loives, that half«-shat eye. 
Through its long fringe, reserved and shy, 
AlSection's opening dawn to spy ; 
And the deep blush, which bids its dye 
O'er cheek, and brow, and bosom fly. 

Speaks shame»facedness and hope. 

XIX. 
But vainly fseems the Dane to seek 
For terms his new-born love to speak, — 
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For words, save those of wrath and wrong, 

Till now were strangers to his tongue ; 

So, when he raised the blushing maid^ 

In blunt and honest terms he said,— • 

('Twere well that maids, when lovers woo. 

Heard none more soft, were all aa true,) 

'^ Eivir ! since thou for many a day 

Hast follow'd Harold's wayward way. 

It is but meet that in the line 

Of after-liffE^- 1 follow thine. 

To-morrow is Saint Cuthbert's tide. 

And we ¥^11 grace his altar's side, 

A Christian knight and Christian bride ; 

And of Witikiqd'a soyi shall the marvel be said. 

That on the same mom he was christen'd and wed." 



END OF CANTO SIXTH. 
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CONCLUSION. 



And now. Ennui, what ails thee, weary maid ? 

And why these listless looks of yawning sorrow ? 
No need to turn the page, as if 'twere lead. 

Or fling aside the volume till to-morrow.— 
Be cheer'd— 'tis ended— -and I will not borrow. 

To try thy patience more, one anecdote 
From Bartholine, or Perinskiold, or Snorro. 

Then pardon thou thy minstrel, who hath wrote 
A Tale six cantos long, yet scom'd to add a note. 



END OF VOLUME EIGHTH. 
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